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ADVERTISEMENT. 

f), •  initially  prefixed  to  the  Prison  Thoughts. 


THE  following  Work,  as  the  dates  of  the  respective  parts 
evince,  was  begun  by  its  unhappy  Author  in  his  apart- 
ments at  Newgate,  on  the  evening  of  the  day  subsequent 
to  his  trial  and  conviction  at  Justice  Hall ;  and  was  finish- 
ed, amidst  various  necessary  interruptions,  in  little  more 
than  the  space  of  two  months. 

Prefixed  to  the  Manuscript  it  the  ensuing  Note. — 

April  23,  1777. 

"  I  began  these  Thoughts  merely  for  the  impression  of 
my  mind,  without  plan,  purpose,  or  motive,  more  than 
the  situation  and  state  of  my  soul.  I  continued  them 
on  a  thoughtful  and  regular  plan  ;  and  I  have  been  en- 
abled wonderfully — in  a  state,  which  in  belter  days  I 
should  have  supposed  would  have  de.-troyed  all  p.  wer 
of  reflection — to  bring  them  nearly  to  a  conclusion.  I 
dedicate  them  to  God,  and  to  the  reflecting  Serious  among 
my  fellow-creatures  ;  and  I  bless  the  Almighty  for  the  a- 
bility  to  go  through  them,  amidst  the  terrors  of  this  dire 
place  and  the  bitter  anguish  of  my  disconsolate  mind  ! 
•'  The  Thinking  will  easily  pardon  all  inaccuracies,  as  I 
am  neither  able  nor  milling  to  read  over  these  melancholy 
lines  with  a  curious  and  critical  eye  !  They  are  imper- 
ftt  t,  but  the  language  of  the  heart ;  and,  had  I  time  and 
inclination,  might  and  should  be  improved. 
•»  But 

"  W.  D." 

The  few  little  pieces  subjoined  to  the  Tkcvgbts,  and  the 
Author's   Last   Prayer,  were  found   amongst   his  papers. 
Their  evident  connection  ^ith   the  Poi-m  was  the  induce- 
ment for  adding  them  to  the  volume. 
A  2      ^£> 


IV  ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  Work  now  offered  a  fifth  time  to  the  Public,  w.as 
the  last  performance  of  one  who  often  afforded  amusement 
and  instruction  ;  who  possessed  the  talents  of  pleasing  in 
a.  high  degree,  whose  labours  were  devoted  to  advance  the 
interests  of  Religion  and  Morality,  and  who,  during  the 
greater  part  of  his  life,  was  esteemed,  beloved,  and  respect- 
ed, by  all  to  whom  h«  was  known.  Unhappily  for  himself 
and  his  connections,  the  dictates  of  prudence  were  unat- 
tended to  amidst  the  fashionable  dissipation  of  the  time?. 
With  many  advantages  both  natural  and  acquired,  and 
with  the  most  flattering  prospects  before  him,  he,  by  an 
act  of  folly,  to  give  it  no  worse  a  name,  plunged  himself 
from  a  situation,  in  which  he  had  every  happiness  to  ex- 
pect, into  a  state,  which,  to  contemplate,  must  fill  the  mind 
with  astonishment  and  horror.  It  was  in  some  of  the  most 
dreadful  moments  of  his  life,  when  the  exercise  of  every 
faculty  might  be  presumed  to  be  suspended,  that  the  pre- 
sent work  was  composed :  a  work  which  will  ever  be  read 
with  wonder,  as  exhibiting  an  extraordinary  exertion  of 
the  mental  powers  in  very  unpropitious  circumstances, 
and  affording,  at  the  same  time,  a  lesson  worthy  of  the 
most  attentive  consideration  of  every  one  into  whose  hands 
it  may  chance  to  fall.  As  the  curiosity  of  the  World  will 
naturally  follow  the  person  whose  solitude  and  confine- 
ment produced  the  instruction  to  be  derived  from  this  per- 
formance, a  short  Account  of  the  Life  of  the  Author  is 
now  prefixed.  To  enlarge  on  the  merit  of  this  Poem  will 
be  unnecessary.  The  feelings  of  ever3r  reader  will  esti- 
mate and  proportion  its  value.  That  it  contains  an  awful 
admonition  to  the  gay  and  dissipated,  will  be  readily  ac- 
knowledged by  every  reflecting  mind,  especially  when  it 
is  considered  as  the  bitter  fruit  of  those  fashionable  indul- 
gences which  brought  disgrace  and  death  upon  its  unhap- 
py author,  in  spite  of  learning  and  genius,  accomplishments 
the  most  captivating,  and  scrrices  the  most  important  fo 
mankind. 
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Bonn  was  the  eldest  son  of  a.  clergyman  of  the 
same  name,  who  held  the  vicarage  of  Bourne,  in  thecoim. 
ty  of  Lincoln,  where  he  died  the  8th  day  of  August  1756, 
at  the  age  of  51  years.  His  son  was  born  at  Bourne,  on 
the  29ti>  of  May  1729,  and,  after  finishing  his  school  edu- 
cation, was  admitted  a  Sizar  of  Clay  Hall,  Cambridge,  in 
or  of  174.5,  under  the  tuition  of  Mr  John  Courtail, 
at'tenvard.s  Archdeacon  of  Lewis.  At  the  university  he 
acquired  the  notice  of  his  superiors  by  a  close  application 
to  his  studios  :  and  in  the  year  1749-50  took  his  first  de- 
gree of  Bachelor  of  Arts  with  considerable  reputation,  his 
name  being  in  the  list  of  wranglers  on  that  occasion.  I}. 
wn.s  not,  however,  only  in  his  academic  >\  pursuits  that  he 
was  emulous  of  distinction.  Having  a  pleasing  form,  a 
gentocl  address,  and  a  lively  imagination,  he  was  equally 
celebrated  tbr  accomplishments  which  :  "Idom  accompany 
a  'no  nf  learned  retirement.  In  particular,  he  was  fond  cf 
tlm  dcgnncies  of  dress,  and  became,  as  he  ludicrously  ex- 
prcssed  it,  a  zealous  votary  of  the  God  of  Dancing,  to 
.rvice  he  dedicated  much  01'  that  time  and  attention, 
which  he  could  borrow  from  his  m  >re  important  avocation?. 
The  talents  which  he  possessed  he  vtry  early  disphiytcl 
to  the  public  :  anj  by  the  time  he  had  attained  the  age  of 
eighteen  yo.irs,  prompted  by  the  desire  of  fame,  and  per- 
haps to  i.')'jro:i>e  his  income,  fniimv-'nced  author,  in  which 
character  he  bsgaji  to  obtain  some  degree  of  reputaaor. 

Ad~' 
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At  this  period  of  life,  young,  thoughtless,  volatile,  aa<J 
inexperienced,  he  precipitately  quitted  the  university,  and, 
relying  entirely  on  his  pen,  removed  to  the  metropolis, 
where  he  entered  largely  Into  the  gaieties  of  the  town,  was- 
a  constant  frequenter  of  nil  places  of  public  diversion,  and 
followed  every  species  of  amusement  with  the  most  dange- 
rous avidity.  In  this  course,  however,  he  did  not  conti- 
nue long.  To  the  surprise  of  his  friends,  who  lea:  t  su«- 
pected  him  of  taking  such  a  step,  without  fortune,  with 
few  friends,  and  destitute  of  all  means  of  supporting  a  fa- 
mily, he  hastily  united  himself  on  the  15th  of  April  1751, 
in  marriage  with  Miss  Mary  Perkins,  daughter  of  one  of 
the  domestics  of  Sir  John  Dolben,  a  young  lady  then  re- 
siding in  Frith  Street,  Soho,  who,  though  largely  endowed 
with  personal  attractions,  was  certainly  deficient  in  those 
of  birth  and  fortune.  To  a  person  ciccumstanced  as  Mr 
Dodd  then  was,  no  measure  could  be  more  imprudent,  or 
apparently  more  ruinous  and  destructive  of  his  future  pro- 
spects in  life.  He  did  not,  however,  seem  to  view  it  in  that 
light,  but,  with  a  degree  of  thoughtlessness  natural  to  him. 
immediately  took  and  furnished  a  house  in  Wardour  . 
Thus  dancing  on  the  brink  of  a  precipice,  and  careless  of 
to-morrow,  his  friends  began  to  be  alarmed  at  his  situa- 
tion. His  father  came  to  town  in  great  distress  upon  the 
occasion,  and  by  parental  injunction  he  quitted  his  house 
before  winter.  By  the  same  advice  he  probably  was  in- 
duced to  adopt  a  new  plan  for  his  future  subsistence.  On 
the  19th  of  October,  in  that  year»  he  was  ordained  a  dea- 
con by  the  bishop  of  Ely,  at  Caius  College,  Cambridge  ; 
and,  with  more  prudence  than  he  had  ever  shewn  before, 
devoted  himself  with  great  assiduity  to  the  study  and  du- 
ties of  his  profession.  In  these  pursuits  he  appeared  so 
sincere,  that  he  even  renounced  all  attention  to  his  fa- 
vourite objects,  Polite  Letters.  At  the  end  of  his  preface 
to  the  Beauties  of  Shakespeare.,  published  in  this  year,  he 
says,  "  For  my  own  part,  better  and  more  important  things 
henceforth  demand  my  attention :  and  I  here  with  no 
small  pleasure  take  leave  of  Shakespeare  and  the  Critics : 
as  this  work  was  begun  and  finished  before  I  entered  upon 
Vhe  sacred  function  in  which  I  am  now  happily  emploj  cd, 
let  me  trust  this  j^enite  performance  will  prore  nc  objec- 
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tioa,  since  graver,  and  some  very  eminent  members  of  the 
church,. have  thought  it  no  improper  en.ploy  to  comment, 
explain,  and  publish  the  works  of  their  own  country  poets." 

The  iirst  service  in  which  he  was  engaged  a*  a  clergy- 
man, was  to  assist  the  Rev.  Mr  Wyatt,  vicar  of  West  Ham, 
as  his  curate  :  thither  he  removed,  and  there  he  spent  the 
happiest  and  more  honourable  moments  of  his  life.  His 
behaviour  was  proper,  decent,  r-nd  cxamplary.  It  acquir- 
ed him  the  respect,  and  secured  him  the  favour  of  his  pa- 
rishioners so  far,  that,  on  the  death  of  their  lecturer,  in 
1752,  he  was  chosen  to  succeed  him.  His  abilities  had  at 
this  time  every  opportunity  of  being  shewn  to  advantage  ; 
and  his  exertions  were  so  properly  directed,  that  he  soon 
"became  a  favourite  and  popular  preacher.  Those  who  re- 
member him  at  this  period  will  bear  testimony  to  the  in- 
defatigable zeal  which  he  exerted  in  his  ministry,  and  the 
success  which  crowned  his  efforts*  The  follies  of  his  youtk 
seemed  entirely  extinguished,  his  friends  viewed  his  con- 
duct with  the  utmost  satisfaction,  and  the  world  promised 
itself  an  example  to  hold  out  for  the  imitation  of  his 
brethren. 

At  this  early  season  of  his.life  he  entertained  favourable 
sentiments  of  the  doctrine  of  Mr  Hutchinson,  and  was 
suspected  to  incline  towards  the  opinions  of  the  methodists. 
A  more  mature  age,  however,  induced  him  to  renounce 
the  one,  and  to  disclaim  the  other.  In  1752,  he  was  ap- 
pointed lecturer  of  St  James,  Garlick  Hill,  which  two 
years  aftenvards  he  exchanged  for  the  same  post  at  Si  O- 
lave,  Hart  Street.  About  the  same  time  he  was  appointed 
to  preach  Lady  Mayer's  lectures  at  St  Paul's;  where, 
from  the  visit  of  three  angels  to  Abraham,  and  other  si- 
milar passages  from  the  Old  Testament,  he  endeavoured 
to  prove  the  commonly  received  doctrine  of  the  Trinity. 
On  the  establishment  of  the  Magdalen  House,  in  1758,  he 
was  amongst  the  first  and  most  active  promoters  of  that 
charitable  institution,  which  received  great  advantage  from 
his  zeal  for  its  prosperity,  and,  even  to  the  conclusion  of 
lu's  life,  continued  to  be  materially  benefited  by  his  labours. 
From  the  time  Mr  Dodd  entered  into  the  service  of  the 
church,  he  resided  at  West  Hani,  and  made  up  the  defici- 
encies of  his  income  by  supemiten<'jn£  the  education  M* 
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some  young  gentlemen  who  were  placed  under  his  fare. 
In  1759  he  took  his  degree  of  Master  of  Arts.  In  the  year1 
1763  he  was  appointed  Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to  the 
King,  and  about  the  sama  became  known  to  Dr  Squire, 
bishop  of  St  David's,  who  received  him  into  his  patronage, 
presented  him  to  the  prebend  of  Brecon,  and  recommend- 
ed him  to  the  Earl  of  Chesterfield,  as  a  proper  person  to 
be  intrusted  with  the  tuition  of  his  successor  in  the  title. 
The  next  year  saw  him  chaplain  to  his  Majesty.  In  1766, 
he  took  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  La\vs  at  Cambridge.  He 
had  some  expectations  of  succeeding  to  the  rectory  of  West 
Ham  ;  but  having  been  twice  disappointed,  he  resigned  his 
lectureship  both  there  and  in  the  city,  and  quitted  the  place; 
"  a  place  (says  he  to  Lord  Chesterfield)  ever  dear  to  and 
Mver  regretted  by  me,  the  loss  of  which,  truly  affecting  to 
my  mind,  (for  there  I  was  useful,  and  there  I  trust  I  was 
loved),  nothing  but  your  lordship's  friendship  and  connec- 
tion could  have  counterbalanced."  From  a  passage  in  hi.- 
Thoughts  in  TV/so/i,  it  may  be  inferred,  that  he  was  com- 
pelled to  quit  this  his  favourite  residence  ;  a  circumstance 
I)-:  pathetically  laments,  and  probably  with  great 
,  ;'.s  the  first  step  to  that  chatlge  in  his  situati 
which  led  him  insensibly  to  his  last  fatal  catastrophe 

fin   his  leaving  West    Hani   he   removed  to  a  house 
Southampton  Kow,  and  at  the  same  time  launched  out  in- 
:  'ies  of  expense,  which  his  income,  by  this  time  not  a 

sm:»!I  one,  was  unequal  to  support.  He  provide^  himself 
with  a  country  house  at  Kaling,  and  exchanged  his  chariot 
for  a  coach,  in  order  to  accommodate  his  pupils,  who,  be- 
sides his  noble  charge,  were  in  general  persons  of  family 
and  fortune.  About  the  same  time  it  was  his  misfortune 
to  obtain  a  prize  of  £1000  in  the  state  lottery.  Elated 
\vi*h  this  s;:;:ce*s,  he  engaged  with  a  builder  in  a  plan  to 
erect  a  chapel  near  the  palace  of  the  Queen,  from  whom  it 
took  its  name.  He  entered  also  into  a  like  partnership  at 
Charlotte  Chapel,  Bloomsbury :  ;md  both  these  schemes 
were  for  some  time  very  beneficial  to  him,  though  much 
inferior  to  his  then  expensive  habit.-  of  living.  His  expect- 
ations from  the  former  of  these  undertakings  were  ex- 
tremely sanguine.  It  is  reported,  that,  in  fitting  up  his 
chapel  near  thr  r-i^ehe  Mattel  oc!  himself  with  the  hor«»-s 
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of  having  some  young  royal  auditors,  and  in  that  expecta- 
tion assigned  a  particular  pew  or  gallery  for  the  heir  ap- 
parent. But  in  this,  as  in  many  other  of  his  views,  he 
was  disappointed. 

In  the  year  1772,  hs  obtained  the  rectory  of  Hockliffe, 
in  Bedfordshire  ;  the  first  cure  of  souls  he  ever  had.  With 
this  also  he  held  the  vicarage  of  Chalgrove  ;  and  the  two 
were  soon  after  consolidated.  An  accident  happened  about 
this  time,  from  which  he  narrowly  escaped  with  his  life. 
Returning  from  hi*  living,  he  was  stopt  near  Pancras  by  a 
highwayman,  who  discharged  a  pistol  into  the  carraige, 
which  happily,  as  it  was  then  thought,  only  broke  the 
glas-s.  For  this  fact  the  delinguent  was  tried,  and  on  Dr 
Dodd's  evidence,  convicted  and  hanged.  ^Early  in  the  next 
year  Lord  Chesterfield  died,  and  was  succeeded  by  our  au- 
thor's pupil,  who  appointed  his  preceptor  his  chaplain. 

At  this  period  Dr  Dodd  appears  to  have  been  in  the  ze- 
nith of  his  popularity  and  reputation.  Beloved  and  re- 
spected by  all  orders  of  people,  he  would  have  reached,  in 
all  probability,  the  situation  which  was  the  object  of  his 
wishes,  had  he  possessed  patience  enough  to  have  waited 
for  it,  and  prudence  sufficient  to  keep  himself  out  of  diffi- 
culties which  might  prove  fatal  to  his  integrity.  But  the 
habits  of  dissipation  and  expense  had  acquired  too  much 
influence  over  him.  He  had,  by  their  means,  involved 
himself  in  considerable  debts.  To  extricate  himself  from 
them,  he  was  tempted  to  an  act  which  entirely  cut  off  e- 
?ery  hope  he  could  entertain  of  rising  in  his  profession, 
and  totally  ruined  him  in  the  opinion  of  the  world.  On 
the  translation  of  Bishop  Moss,  in  February  1774,  to  the 
see  of  Bath  and  Wells,  the  valuable  rectory  of  St  George, 
Hanover  Square,  fell  to  the  disposal  of  the  Crown,  by  vir- 
tue of  the  King's  prerogative.  Whether  from  the  sugges- 
tions of  his  own  mind,  or  from  the  persuasion  of  some 
friends,  is  uncertain  ;  but  on  this  occasion  he  took  a  step 
of  ail  others  the  most  wild  and  extravagant,  and  least  like- 
ly to  be  attended  with  success.  He  caused  an  anonymous 
letter  to  be  sent  to  Lady  Apsley,  offering  the  sum  of  £3000, 
if  by  her  means  he  could  be  presented  to  the  living.  The 
Jetter  was  immediately  communicated  to  the  Chancellor, 
and,  after  being  traced  to  the  sender,  wa«  laid  before  his 

^  ' 
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Majesty.  The  insult  oftcrcd  to  so  high  an  officer  by  thft 
proposal,  was  followed  by  instant  punishment.  Dr  Dodd's 
name  was  ordered  to  be  struck  out  of  the  list  of  chaplains. 
The  press  teemed  with  satire  and  invective;  he  was  abus- 
ed and  ridiculed  in  the  papers  of  the  day;  and  to  crown 
the  whole,  the  transaction  became  a  subject  of  entertain- 
ment in  one  of  Mr  Foote's  pieces  at  the  Hay  market. 

As  no  explanation  could  justify  so  absurd  a  measure,  so 
no  apology  could  palliate  it.  An  evasive  letter  in  the 
newspapers,  promising  a  justification  at  a  future  day,  was 
treated  with  universal  contempt.  Stung  with  remorse, 
and  feelingly  alive  to  the  disgrace  he  had  brought  on  him- 
self, he  hastily  quitted  the  place  where  neglect  and  insult 
attended  him,  and  went  to  Geneva  to  his  pupil,  who  pre- 
sented him  to  the  living  of  Winge,  in  Buckinghamshire, 
v;hich  he  held,  with  Hockliffe,  by  virtue  of  a  dispensation. 
Though  incumbered  with  debts,  he  might  still  have  re- 
trieved his  circumstances,  if  not  his  character,  had  he  at- 
tended to  the  lessons  of  prudence  ;  but  his  extravagance 
continued  undiminished,  and  drove  him  to  schemes  which 
•venvhelmed  him  with  additional  infamy.  He  descended 
so  low  as  to  become  the  editor  of  a  newspaper,  and  is  said 
to  have  attempted  to  disengage  himself  from  his  debts  by 
a  commission  of  bankruptcy,  in  which  lie  failed.  From 
this  period  every  step  led  to  complete  his  ruin.  In  the 
summer  of  1776  he  went  to  France,  and,  with  little  re- 
ward to  decency,  paraded  it  in  a  phaeton  at  the  races  on  the 
Plain*  of  Sablons,  dressed  in  all  the  foppery  of  the  king- 
dom in  which  he  then  resided.  He  returned  to  England 
about  the  beginning  of  winter,  and  continued  to  exercise 
the  duties  cf  his  function,  particularly  at  the  Magdalen 
Chapel,  where  he  was  still  heard  with  approbation,  and 
T.' here  his  last  sermon  was  pi  cached,  Februarys,  1777, 
two  days  only  before  he  signed  the  fatal  instrument  which 
brought  him  to  an  ignominious  end. 

Pressed  at  length  by  creditors,  whose  importunities  he 
was  unable  longer  to  sooth,  he  fell  upon  an  expedient, 
from  the  consequences  of  which  he  could  not  escape.  He 
forged  a  bond,  from  his  pupil,  Lord  Chesterfield,  for  the 
sum  <-f  £l\  00,  and  upon  the  credit  of  it  obtained  a  consi- 
derable sum  of  money.  Detection  of  the  fraud  almost  iui« 
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uji-iliat.jly  followed.  He  was  taken  before  a  magistrate, 
.Hid  committed  to  prison.  At  the  sessions  held  at  the  Old 
Ilaiiey,  February  24s  bis  trial  commenced ;  and  the 
commission  of  the  offence  being  clearly  proved,  he  wai 
pronounced  guilty  ;  but  the  sentence  was  postponed,  until 
the  sentiments  of  the  judges  could  be  taken  respecting  the 
.uimissibility  of  an  evidence,  whose  testimony  had  been 
made  use  of  to  convict  him. 

This  accident  suspended  his  fate  until  the  ensuing  ses- 
sion. In  the  meantime,  the  doubt  which  had  been  sug- 
gested, as  to  the  validity  of  the  evidence,  was  removed,  by 
the  unanimous  opinion  of  the  judges,  that  the  testimony 
of  the  person  objected  to  had  been  properly  and  legally 
received.  This  information  was  communicated  to  the  cri- 
minal on  the  12th  of  May  ;  and  on  the  26th  of  the  same 
month  he  was  brought  to  the  bar,  to  receive  his  sentence. 
Being  asked  what  he  had  to  allege  why  sentence  of  death 
should  not  be  pronounced  upon  him,  he  addressed  the 
court  in  the  following  animated  and  pathetic  speech,  in 
the  composition  of  which  he  is  said  to  have  been  material- 
ly assisted  by  a  very  eminent  writer. — 
**  MY  LORD, 

"  I  NOW  stand  before  you  a  dreadful  example  of  human 
infirmity.  I  entered  upon  public  life  with  the  expectation* 
common  to  young,  men  whose  education  has  been  liberal, 
and  whose  abilities  .have  been  flattered,  and,  when  I  be- 
came a  clergyman,  considered  myself  as  not  impairing  the 
dignity  of  the  order.  I  was  not  an  idle,  nor,  I  hope,  au 
useless  minister,  I  taught  the  truths  of  Christianity  with 
the  zeal  of  conviction,  and  the  authority  of  innocence. 
My  labours  were  improved,  my  pulpit  become  popular  ; 
and  I  have  reason  to  believe,  that  of  those  who  heard  me 
some  have  been  preserved  from  sin,  and  some  have  been 
reclaim-led.  Condescend,  my  Lord,  to  think,  if  these  consi- 
derations aggravate  my  crime,  how  much  they  must  em- 
bitter my  punishment. 

"  Being  distinguished  and  elated  by  the  confidence  of 
mankind,  I  had  too  much  confidence  in  myself:  and  think-- 
ing  my  integrity  what  others  thought  it,  established  iu 
sincerity,  and  fortified  by  religion,  I  did  not  consider  the 
of  vanity,  nor  suspect  the  deceitfulness  of  my  own 
vsj»  ^*~-  -  - 

, 
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heart.  The  day  of  conflict  came,  in  which  temptation  sur- 
prised and  overwhelmed  me.  I  committed  the  crime, 
which  I  entreat  your  Lordship  to  believe  that  my  con- 
science hourly  represents  to  me  in  its  full  bulk  of  mischief 
and  malignity.  Many  have  been  overpowered  by  tempta- 
tion, who  are  now  among  the  penitent  in  heaven. 

"  To  an  act  now  waiting  the  decision  of  vindictive  just- 
ice, I  will  not  presume  to  oppose  the  counterbalance  of 
almost  thirty  years  (a  great  part  of  the  life  of  man) 
in  exciting  and  exercising  chanty  ;  in  relieving  such  dis- 
tresses as  I  now  feel,  in  administering  those  consolations 
v,-hich  I  now  want.  I  will  not  otherwise  extenuate  my 
ottence,  than  by  declaring,  what  many  circumstances  make 
probable,  that  I  did  not  intend  to  be  finally  fraudulent. 
Nor  will  it  become  me  to  apportion  my  punishment,  by 
alleging  that  my  sufferings  have  been  not  much  lets  than 
my  guilt.  I  had  fallen  from  reputation,  which  ought  to 
have  made  me  cautious ;  a-nd  from  a  fortune,  which  ought  to 
have  given  me  content.  I  am  sunk  at  once  into  poverty 
and  scorn  ;  my  name  and  my  crime  fill  the  ballads  in  the 
street,  the  sport  of  the  thoughtless,  and  the  triumph  of 
the  wicked. 

"  It  may  seem  strange,  that,  remembering  what  I  have 
lately  been,  I  should  wish  to  continue  what  I  am.  But 
contempt  of  death,  how  speciously  soever  it  might  mingle 
with  Heathen  virtues,  has  nothing  suitable  to  Chr.!-tian 
penitence.  Many  motives  impel  me  to  beg  earnestly  for 
life.  I  feel  the  natural  horror  of  a  violent  death,  and  the 
universal  dread  of  untimely  dissolution.  I  am  desirous  of 
recompensing  the  injury  I  have  done  to  the  clergy,  to  the 
woi  Id,  and  to  religion,  and  to  efface  the  scandal  of  my 
crime  by  the  example  of  my  repentance.  But,  above  all, 
I  v.  i^h  to  die  with  thoughts  more  composed,  and  calmer 
preparation.  The  gloom  of  a  prison,  the  anxiety  c't  a  tri- 
al, and  the  inevitable  vicissitudes  of  passion,  leave  the 
mind  little  disposed  to  the  holy  exercises  of  prayer  and 
fielf-isxamination.  Let  not  a  little  time  be  denied  me,  in 
which  I  may,  by  meditation  and  contrition,  be  prepared  to 
Stand  at  the  tribunal  of  Omnipotence,  and  support  the  pre- 
sence of  that  Judge  who  shall  distribute  to  all  according 


to  their  /ivoiks,   who  wilf  receive  to  pardon  the  repenting 
F-inn(er,  and  from  wb  ~ 


pinner,  and  from  whpfff  the  merciful  shall  qbtain.  mercy. 
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"  For  these  reasons,  amidst  shame  and  misery,  I  yet 
wish  to  live :  and  most  humbly  intrcat,  that  I  may  he  re- 
commended  by  your  Lordship  to  the  clemency  of  his  Ma- 
jesty." 

Having  made  this  speech  to  the  Court,  the  Doctor,  with 
two  other  capital  convicts,  receiyed  sentence  of  death. 

From  this  time  the  friends  of  Dr  Dodd  were  assiduous- 
ly employed  in  endeavouring  to  save  his  life.  Besides  the 
petitions  of  many  individuals,  the  members  of  the  several 
charities  which  had  been  benefited  by  him,  joined  in  apr 
plications  to  the  throne  for  mercy :  the  City  of  London 
likewise,  in  its  corporate  capacity,  solicited  a  remission  of 
the  punishment,  in  consideration  of  the  advantages  which 
the  public  had  derived  from  his  various  and  laudable  exer- 
tions. The  petitions  were  supposed  to  be  signed  by  near 
thirty  thousand  persons.  They  were  however  of  no  avail. 
On  the  15th  of  June  the  Privy  Council  assembled,  and  de- 
liberated on  the  cases  of  the  several  prisoners  then  under 
condemnation  ;  and  in  the  end  a  warrant  was  ordered  t« 
be  made  out  for  the  execution  of  Dr  Dodd,  on  the  37th  of 
the  same  month. 

On  the  day  preceeding  that  of  his  execution  he  took  leave 
of  hi.s  ".vife  and  some  friends,  after  which  he  declared  him- 
self ready  to  atone  for  the  offence  he  had  given  to  the  world. 

He  published  many  productions  both  in  prose  und  verse: 
among  which,  that  particularly  noticed  is  his  Novel,  en- 
titled '*  The  Sisters,"  a  work  calculated  to  promote  mora- 
lity, and  at  the  same  time  furnish  the  reader  both  with 
entertainment  and  instruction.  His  religious  tracts  are 
admirable,  and  his  political  productions  pointed  with  very 
severe  satire. 

Of  his  behaviour  at  this  awful  juncture,  a  particular  ac- 
count was  given  by  Mr  Viilette,  ordinary  of  Newgate,  La 
the  following  terms. — 

"  On  the  morning  of  his  death  I  went  to  him  with  the 
Rev.  Mr  Dobey,  chaplain  of  the  Magdalen,  whom  he  ha4 
desired  to  attend  him  to  the  place  of  execution.  He  ap- 
peared composed  ;  and  when  I  asked  him  how  he  had  been 
supported,  he  said  he  had  some  comfortable  sleep,  by  which 
he  should  be  the  better  enabled  to  perform  his  duty. 

••  A.s  \ve  went  from  hi-j  cell  in  our  \ray  to  the  chape.y 
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we  were  joined  by  his  friend,  who  had  spent  the  foregoing 
evening  with  him,  and  also  by  another  clergyman.  When 
we  were  in  the  vestry  adjoining  to  the  chapel,  he  exhorted 
his  fellow-sufferer,  who  had  attempted  to  destroy  himself, 
but  had  been  prevented  by  the  vigilance  of  the  keeper. 
He  spoke  to  him  with  great  tenderness  and  emotion  of 
heart,  entreating  him  to  consider  that  he  had  but  a  short 
time  to  live,  and  that  it  was  highly  necessary  that  he  as 
well  as  himself,  made  good  use  of  their  time,  implored 
pardon  of  God  under  a  deep  sense  of  sin,  and  looked  to 
that  Lord  by  whose  merits  alone  sinners  could  be  saved. 
He  desired  me  to  call  in  the  other  gentleman,  who  likewise 
assisted  him  to  move  the  heart  of  the  poor  youth  :  but  the 
Doctor's  words  were  the  most  pathetic  and  effectual.  He 
lifted  up  his  hands,  and  cried  out,  *  0  Lord  Jesus,  have  mer- 
cy on  us,  and  give,  O  give  unto  him,  my  fellow-sinner, 
that  as  we  suffer  together,  we  may  go  together  to  heaven  !* 
His  conversation  to  this  poor  youth  was  so  moving,  that 
tears  flowed  from  the  eyes  of  all  present. 

"  He  prayed  God  to  bless  his  friends  who  were  present 
with  him,  and  to  give  his  blessing  to  all  his  brethren  the 
clergy  ;  that  he  would  pour  out  his  Spirit  upon  them,  and 
make  them  true  ministers  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  that  they 
might  follow  the  divine  precepts  of  their  heavenly  Master. 
Turning  to  one  who  stood  near  him,  he  stretched  out  his 
hand,  and  said,  Now,  my  dear  friend,  speculation  is  at  an 
end  ;  all  must  be  real !  what  poor  ignorant  beings  we  are  ! 
He  prayed  for  the  Magdalens,  and  wished  they  were  there, 
to  sing  for  him  the  23d  Psalm. 

"  After  he  had  waited  sometime  for  the  officers,  he  ask- 
ed what  o'clock  it  was  ;  and  being  told  that  it  was  half  an 
hour  after  eight,  he  said,  '  I  wish  they  were  ready,  for  I 
long  to  be  gone.'  He  requested  of  his  friends  who  were 
in  tears  about  him,  to  pray  for  him  :  to  which  he  was  an- 
swered by  two  of  them, — We  pray  more  than  language 
can  utter.  He  replied,  *  I  believe  it.' 

"  At  length  he  was  summoned  to  go  down  into  a  part 
of  the  yard  which  is  inclosed  from  the  rest  of  the  gaol, 
where  the  two  cnhaj;:  and  the  friends  of  the 

Doctor  were  alone.  On  his  seeing  two  prisoners  ieokinj 
out  of  tjjpjjrui4flws>  he  went  to  them  and  exhorted  them 
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so  pathetically,  that  they  both  wept  abundantly.  He  said 
once,  *  I  am  now  a  spectacle  to  men,  and  shall  soon  be  a 
spectacle  to  angels.' 

"  Just  before  the  sheriff's  officers  came  with  the  halters, 
one  who  was  walking  with  him  told  him  that  there  was 
yet  a  little  solemnity  he  must  pass  through  before  he  went 
out.  He  asked,  '  What  is  that  ?'  «  You  will  be  bound.' 
He  looked  up,  and  said,  *  Yet  I  am  free ;  my  freedom  is 
there/  pointing  upward? — He  bore  it  with  Christian  pati- 
ence, and  beyond  what  might  have  beenexpected;  and  when 
the  men  offered  to  excuse  tying  his  hands,  he  desired  them 
to  do  their  duty, and  thanked  them  for  their  kindne.ss.  After 
he  was  bound,  I  offered  to  assist  him  with  my  arm  in  con- 
ducting  him  through  the  yard,  where  several  people  were 
assembled  to  see  him  ;  but  he  replied,  with  seeming  plea- 
sure, *  No,  I  am  as  firm  as  a  rock.' — As  he  passed  along 
the  )  urd,  the  spectators  and  prisoners  wept  and  bemoaned 
him  ;  and  he,  in  return,  prayed  God  to  bless  them. 

**  On  the  way  to  execution  he  consoled  himself  in  reflect- 
ing and  speaking  on  what  Christ  had  suffered  for  him :  la- 
menting the  depravity  of  human  nature,  which  made  san- 
guinary laws  necessary ;  and  said  he  could  gladly  have  died 
in  the  prison-yard,  as  being  led  out  to  public  execution 
tended  greatly  to  distress  him.  He  desired  me  to  read  to 
him  the  51st  Psalm,  and  also  pointed  out  an  admirable 
penetcntial  prayer  from  Russell's  Prisoner's  Directory.  He 
prayed  again  for  the  King,  and  likewise  for  the  people. 

**  When  he  came  near  the  street  where  he  formerly 
dwelt,  he  was  much  affected  and  wept.  He  said  probably 
his  tears  would  seem  to  be  the  effect  of  cowardice,  but  it 
was  a  weakness  he  could  not  well  help  ;  and  added,  he 
hoped  he  was  going  to  a  better  home. 

"  When  he  arrived  at  the  gallows,  he  ascended  the  cart, 
and  spoke  to  his  fellow-sufferer.  He  then  prayed,  not 
only  for  himself,  but  also  for  his  wife  and  the  unfortunate 
youth  that  suffered  with  him  ;  and  declaring  that  he  died 
in  the  true  faith  of  the  gospel  of  Christ,  in  perfect  love  and 
charity  with  all  mankind,  and  with  thankfulness  to  his 
friends,  he  was  launched  into  eternity,  imploring  mercy 
for  his  soul,  for  the  sake  of  his  blessed  Redeemer. 

**  Hiscorpse,  on  the  Monday  following,  "'as  carried  to  Cow- 
?ey,  in  Buckinghamshire,  and  depo.fted  ut^P^Srch  there. 

v    • 
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A  few  Days  before  Dr  Dodd  suffered  Death,  the  fotloi  /'/ >> 
Observations  on  the  Propriety  of  pardoning  Aim,  mere  writ- 
ten and  sent  to  the  Public  Papers  by  Dr  Johnson. 

YESTERDAY  was  presented  to  the  Secretary  of  State,  by 
the  Earl  Percy,  a  Petition  in  favour  of  Dr  Dodd,  signed 
by  twenty-three  thousand  hands.  On  this  occasion  it  is 
natural  to  consider, 

That  in  all  countries  penal  laws  have  been  relaxed  as 
particular  reasons  have  emerged  : 

That  a  life  eminently  beneficent,  a  single  action  eminent- 
ly good,  or  even  the  power  of  being  useful  to  the  public, 
have  been  sufficient  to  protect  the  lite  of  a  delinquent : 

That  no  arbiter  of  life  and  death  has  ever  been  censured 
for  granting  the  life  of  a  criminal  to  honest  and  powerful 
solicitations : 

That  the  man  for  whom  a  nation  petitions,  must  be  pre- 
sumed to  have  merit  uncommon  in  kind  or  in  degree  :  fur 
however  the  mode  of  collecting  subscriptions,  or  the  right 
of  judgment  exercised  by  the  subscribers,  may  be  open  to 
dispute,  it  is  at  least  plain  that  something  is  done  for  this 
man,  that  was  never  done  for  any  other  ;  and  Government, 
which  must  proceed  upon  general  views,  may  rationally 
conclude  that  this  man  is  something  better  than  other  of- 
fenders have  been,  or  has  done  something  more  than  others 
have  done : 

That  though  the  people  cannot  judge  of  the  administra- 
tion of  justice  so  well  as  their  governors,  yet  their  voice 
has  always  been  regarded: 

That  this  is  a  case  in  which  the  petitioners  determine  a- 
gainst  their  own  interest ;  those  for  whose  protection  the 
law  was  made,  entreat  its  relaxation  :  and  our  governors 
cannot  be  charged  with  the  consequences  which  the  people 
bring  upon  themselves  : 

That  as  this  is  a  case  without  example,  it  will  probably 
te  without  consequences,  and  many  ages  will  eiapse  before 
such  a  crime  is  again  committed  by  such  a  man  : 

That  though  life  be  spared,  justice  may  be  satisfied  witH 
ruin,  imprisonment,  exile,  infamy,  and  penury. 


THOUGHTS  IN  PRISON, 

COMMENCED 

Sunday  Evening,  Eight  o' Clock*  Feb.  23,  1777. 


WEEK  THE  FIRST. 

Tlie  Imprisonment. 

MY  friends  are  gone  !  Harsh  on  its  sullen  hinge 
Grates  the  dread  door  :  the  massy  bolts  respond 
Tremendous  to  the  surly  keeper's  touch. 
The  dire  keys  clang,  with  movement  dull  and  slow 
While  their  behest  the  ponderous  locks  j  eri'orm  ; 
And  fastened  tirm,  the  object  of  their  care 
Is  left  to  solitude, — to  sorrow  left ! 

But  wherefore  fastened?  Oh !  still  stronger  bonds 
Than  bolts,  or  locks,  or  doors  of  molten  brass, 
To  solitude  and  sorrow  would  consign 
His  anguish'd  sou!,  and  prison  him,  tin/  free  ! 
For,  whither  should  he  fly,  or  where  produce 
In  open  day,  and  to  the  golden  sun, 
His  hapless  head  1  whence  every  laurel  torn, 
On  his  bald  brow  sits  grinning  Infamy  : 
And  all  in  sportive  triumph  twines  around 
The  keen,  the  slinging  adders  of  disgrace  ! 

Yet  what's  disgrace  with  man?  or  ail  tiie  stings 
Of  pointed  scorn  ?   What  the  tumultuous  voice 
Of  erring  multitudes  ?  Or  what  the  sh.tfts 
Cf  kfHrnest  malice,  levelled  from  the  bow 
Of  human  inquisition  ? — if  the  God, 
\\  he  knows  theheart,  looks  With  complacence-down 
Upon  the  struggling  victim,  and  beholds 
Repentance  bursting  from  the  earth. hent  eye, 
And  faith's  red  cross  In-id  closely  to  the  breast? 

Oh  Author  of  my  being,  of  ir.y  b)i?s 
Beneficent  dispenser  I 


*  The  hour  when  they  1  >'  k  up  in  this  dismal  p'ace.    V 
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"Whose  eye,  all. searching,  thro'  this  dreary  gloofli 
Discerns  the  deepest  secrets  of  the  soul, 
Assist  me  !   With  thy  ray  of  light  divine 
Illumine  my  dark  thoughts  ;  upraise  my  low  ; 
And  give  me  wisdom's  guidance,  while  I  strive 
Impartially  to  state  the  dread  account, 
And  call  myself  to  trial  I  Trial  far 
Than  that  more  fearful — tho'  hc-w  fearful  that 
"Which  trembling  late  I  prov'd  !  Oh  aid  my  hand 
To  hold  the  balance  equal,  and  allow 
The  few  sad  moments  of  remaining  life 
To  retrospection  useful !  make  my  end, 
As  my  first  wish  (thou  know'st  the  heart)  has  been. 
To  make  my  whole  of  being  lo  my  friends, 
My  fellow-pilgrims  through  this  world  of  woe, 
Instructive  ! — Oh  could  1  conduct  but  one, 
One  only  with  me,  to  our  Canaan's  rest. 
How  could  I  meet  my  fate,  nor  think  it  hard  1 

Not  think  it  hard  ; — Burst  into  tf.ars  my  sou! : 
Gush  every  pore  of  my  distracted  frame, 
Gush  into  drops  of  blood  ! — But  one  ;  save  onr. 
Or  guide  to  Canaan's  rest! — when  all  thy  view- 
In  better  davs  were  delicate  alone 
To  guide,  pemiadc  to  that  celestial  rest, 
Souls  which  have  listen'd  with  devotion's  car 
To  Sion's  sorg  enchanting  from  thy  lips, 
And  tidings  sweet  of  Jcsu's  pardoning  love  ! 

But  one,  save  one! — Oh,  what  a  rest  is  this  1 
Oh  what  a  Sabbath  in  this  dungeon's  gloom, 
This  prison-house,  meet  emblem  of  the  realm 
Reserv'd  for  the  ungodly!  Hark,  methinks 
1  hear  the  cheerful  melody  of  praise 
And  penetenU'il  sweetness  '.*  'Tis  the  sound, 
The  well-known  sound,  to  which  my  soul  attun'd, 

*  fc^°u;cg  more  :uim:J:..tc3v  to  '.he  duty  of  lie  M-'^^I.a  :. 

•  T 
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For  year  succeeding  •  -ar,  hath  harken'd  glad, 
And  sti  !  uith  fresl.  (Might :  while  all  my  powers 
In  blest  emplov,  have  prest  the  saving  truths 
Of  grace  divine,  and  faith's  all. conquering  might, 
On  the  sure  Rock  of  Ages  grounded  firm. 

Those  hours  are  g  >ne  !  and  here,  from  heaven 

shut  out, 

And  heavenly  works  like  these,  on  thislov'd  day, 
Rest  of  my  God — I  only  hear  around 
The  dismal  clang  of  chains,  the  Hoarse  rough  shout 
Of  dissonant  imprecation,  and  the  cry 
Of  misery  and  vice,  in  fearful  din 
Impetuous  mingled  :  while  my  frighted  mind 
Shrinks  back  in  horror  !  while  the  scalding  tears., 
Involuntary  starting,  furrow  down 
My  sickly  cheeks;  and  whirling  thought  confus'd 
For  giddy  monisms,  scarce  allows  to  know 
Or  where,  or  who.  or  what  a  wretch  I  am  ! 

Not  know  ? — A  las !  too  well  it  strikes  my  heart, 
*Ksnphatiral  if  speaks!  while  dungeons,  chains, 
And  bars  and  holts  p roc i aim  the  mournful  truth, 
'Ah  what  a  wretch  (hou  art!  how  sank,  how  fall'n> 
From  what  high  state  of  bliss,  into  what  woe  !'t 
Fall'u  from  the  topmost  bough  that  p-ays  in  air 
fen  of  the  tallest  cedar  ;  where  aloft 
Proud  happiness  her  tow'ring  eyry  built, 
Built,  as  1  dreamt,  for  ages.     Idle  dream  \ 
And  yet,  amongst  the  millions  of  mankind, 
Who  sleep  like  me,  how  few  like  me  deceived, 
Do  not  indulge  the  same  fantastic  dream  1 

Give  me  the  angel's  clarion  ! — Let  me  sound 
Loud  as  the  blast  which  ^hall  awake  the  tl^ad  ; 
Oh  let  me  sound,  and  ca'l  the  slumberers  forth 
To  view  the  vision  whir!\  delusion  c'  a;ms  ; 

t  M  ho.T,?-,  Lest,  a*.  5,  p,  i^T2*5"*^. 
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To  shake  the  potent  incantation  off; 

Or  ere  it  burst  in  ruin  on  their  souls, 

As  it  has  hurst  on  mine. —  Not  on  my  soul  ' 

Retract  the  (Lead  idea  :   Righteous  God  ! 

Not  on  my  soul !  Oh  thou  art  gracious  all; 

And  with  an  eye  of  pity  from  thy  throne 

Of  majesty  supernal,  thou  behold'st 

The  creatures  of  thy  hand,  thy  feeble  sons, 

Struggling  •with  sin,  with  Satan,  and  the  world, 

Their  sworn  and  deadly  foes;  and  having  felt 

In  hun  an  fle.sh  the  trials  of  our  kind, 

Know'st  sympathetic  how  to  aid  the  tried  ! 

Rock  of  my  hope!  the  rash,  rash  phrase  forgive; 
Safe  is  my  soul  :  nor  can  it  know  one  fear, 
Grounded  on  Thcc  unchangeable  !  Thee  first, 
Thee  last,  great  Cleanser  of  all  human  sin  ! 

But  though  secure  the  vessel  rides  in  port, 
Held  firm  by  faith's  strong  anchor — well  it  suits 
The  mariner  to  think  by  what  strange  means 
Through  perils  unconceivable  he  pass'd, 
Thro'  rocks,  .^ands,  pirates,  storms  and  boister- 
ous waves, 
And  happily  obtain'd  that  port  at  lasf, 

On  these  my  thoughts  are  bent  ;  nor  deem  it 

wrong, 

Min'st'ring  angels  \  whose  benignant  task, 
Assjgn'd  by  Ileav'n,  is  to  console  distress, 
And  hold  up  human  hearts  amidst  the  toil 
Of  human  woe  !* — Blest  spirits,  who  delight 
In  sweet  submissive  resignation's  smile, 
To  that  high  will  you  know  for  ever  right : — 
Deem  it  not  wrong,  that  with  a  weeping  e\-e, 
Deem  it  not  wrong,  that  with  a  bleeding  hearf, 
I  «\vell  a  while,  un worthiest  of  my  racr, 

x        ^PseH'ialiti  xs*ir.  7-    Ileb.  i.  11. 
•    * 
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On  those  black  rocks,   those  quicksands*  waves, 

and  storms, 

Which  in  a  sea  of  trouble  have  engulf'd 
All,  all  my  earthly  comforts ;  and  have  left 
Me,  a  poor  naked,  shipwrerk'd,  suffering  wretch, 
On  this  bleak  shore,  in  this  confinement  drear  ; 
At  sight  of  which,  in  better  days,  my  soul 
II a!h  started  back  with  horror  !  while  my  friend, 
lily  bosom- partner  in  each  hour  of  pain, 
M  ith  antidotes  preventive  kindly  arm'd, 
Trembling  for  my  lov'd  health  ;   when  Christian 

calls 

And  zeal  for  other's  welfare,  haply  brought 
My  steps  attendant  on  this  den  of  death  ! 

O  dismal  change  !  now  not  in  friendly  sort 
A  Christian  Visitor,  to  pour  the  balm 
Of  Christian  comfort  in  some  wretch's  ear, — • 
I  am  that  wretch  myself1,  and  want,  much  want. 
The  Christian  consolation  1  bestow'd, 
So  cheerfully  bestow'd  !  want,  want,  my  God, 
From  Thee  the  mercy,  from  my  fellow-man 
The  lenient  mercy,  which,  great  Judge  of  hearts, 
To  Thee  I  make  the  solemn,  sad  appeal- 
That  mercy  which  Thou  know'st  my  gladsome  sou! 
Ever  sprang  forth  with  transport  to  impart  I 

Why  then,  mysterious  Providence,  pursued 
With  such  unfeeling  ardour  ?   why  pursued 
To  death's  dread  bourn,  by  men  to  me  unknown  ! 
Why— Sto)  the  deep  question  ;  it  o'erwheims  my 

soul  ; 

It  reels,  it  staggers — Earth  turns  round!  my  brain. 
Yv    i  is  in  confusion  !  m^  impetuous  heart 
Thro  -j-  wiih  pulsations  not  to  be  ret»train'd  ? 
Why? — where? — Uli  Chesterfield!  my  son,  ray 

sou  I  •  -  ^ 
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Nay,  talk  not  of  composure!  I  had  thought 
In  olden  time,  that  my  weak  heart  was  soft, 
And  pity's  self  might  break  it.  —  1  had  thought 
That  marble-eyed  severity  would  crack 
The  sK-nde  r  nerves  which  guide  my  reins  of  sense, 
And  give  me  up  to  madness.     'Tis  not  so  : 
Aly  heart  is  callous,  and  my  nerves  are  tough  : 
It  will  not  break  !  they  will  not  crack  ;  or  else 
What  more,  just  Heaven,  was  wanting  to  the  deed, 
Than  to  behold  —  Oh  that  eternal  night 
Had  in  that  moment  screened  me  from  myself!-— 
IViy  Stanhope  to  behold,  whose  filial  ear 
Drank  pleas'd  the  lore  of  wisdom  from  my  tongue. 
My  Stanhope  to  behold  !  —  Ah  piercing  sight  I 
Forget  it  ;  —  'tis  distraction  :  —  Speak  who  can 

But  I  am  lost  1  a  criminal  adjudg'd  ! 
A  guilty  miscreant!  Canst  thou  think,  my  friend, 
Oh  Butler  —  midst  a  million  faithful  found  ? 
Oh  canst  thou   think,  who   know'st,  who   long 

hast  known, 

My  inmost  soul  !  oh  canst  thou  think  that  life, 
From  such  rude  outrage  for  a  moment  sav'd, 
And  sav'd  almost  by  a  miracle,  f  deserves 
The,  languid  wish,  or  e'er  can  he  sustain'd? 

It  can—  it  must  !  That  miracle  a^one 
To  life  gives  consequence.     Oh  deem  it  not 
Presumptuous,  that  ray  grateful  sou!  thus  rates 
The  present  high  deliverance  it  hath  found;—-* 
Sole  effort  of  thy  wisdom,  Sovereign  Power. 
Without  whose  knowledge  not  a  sparrow  falls! 
O  may  I  cease  to  live,  ere  cease  to  bless 
That  interposing  hand,  which  turn'd  aside  — 


t  Rcfcrrinp  to  the  case  rese?-vod  for  the  solemn  decision  of  the 
.-uul  which  gave  the  pr'soner  a  much  longer  space  than  hi 
•anguine  friradfl  could  Ir.ve  exp-cfct',  from  the  complexion  of  the  »r»- 
«*M.    Gte^  mmm\  \m\ip*rfo*Fe!>.  1777. 
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Nay  to  my  life  and  preservation  ttirn'd 

The  fatal  blow  precipitate,  ordain'd 

To  level  all  my  littie  hopes  irrdust, 

And  give  me  to  the  grave  !   Rather,  my  hand, 

Forget  thy  cunning  !   Rather  shall  my  tongue 

la  gloomy  silence  bury  every  note 

To  my  glad  heart,  respondent,  than  I  cease 

To  dedicate  to  Him  who  spar'd  my  life, 

Each  breath,  each  power,  while  he  vouchsafes  to 

lend 

The  precious  boon  ! — To  Him  be  all  its  praise  ! 
To  Him  be  all  its  service  !  Long  or  short, 
The  gift's  the  same  :  to  live  or  die  to  him 
Is  gain  sufficient,  everlasting  gain  ; 
And  may  that  gain  be  mine  ! — I  live,  I  live  ! 
Ye  hours,  ye  minutes,  bounty  of  his  grace, 
Fleet  not  away  without  improvement  due  : 
Rich  on  your  wings  bear  penitence  and  prayer 
To  H. wen's  all. clement  Ruler;  and  to  man 
Bear  all  the  retribution  man  can  make  ! 
Ye  precious  hours,  yemomentssnatch'd  from  death. 
Replete  with  incense  rise — that  my  cheer'd  soul, 
"When  comes  the  solemn  call,  may  spring  away, 
Delighted,  to  the  bosom  of  its  God  ! 

Who  shall  condemn  the  trust? — proud  rationals 
(That  deep  in  speculation's  'wiidering  maze 
Bemuse  themselves  with  error,  and  confound 
The  laws  of  men,  of  nature,  and  of  Heav'n) 
Presumptuous  in  their  wisdom,  dare  dethrone 
Even  from  his  works  the  Maker  :  and  contend 
That  he  who  forni'd  it  governs  not  the  world  : 
While,  steep'd  in  sense's  Lethe,  sons  of  earth 
From  the  world's  partial  picture  gaily  draw 
Their  mad  conclusions.    Bold  bn$d-!;tny»ng  ?ice, 
Lull'd  on  the  lap  of  every  mundane  ' 
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At  meek -eyed  Virtue's  patient  suffering  scoffs, 
And  dares  with  dauntless  insolence  the  God 
Regardless  of  his  votaries! — Vain  and  blind  ! 
Alike  through  wisdom  or  through  folly  blind—— 
Whose  dim  contraeted  view  the  petty  round, 
The  more  horizon  of  ths  present  hour 
In  darkness  terminates  !  Oh  could  I  ope 
The  golden  portals  of  eternal  da}'  ; 
Pour  on  your  sight  the  congregated  blaze 
Of  light,  of  wisdom  bursting  from  the  throne 
Of  universal  glory  ;  on  the  round 
The  bouridL'SS  cycle  of  Uis  moral  plan, 
Who,  hid  in  clouds  terrific,  master  sits 
Of  subject  men  and  worlds  :  and  sees  at  once 
The  ample  scene  of  present,  future,  past, 
All  naked  to  his  eye  of  flame  : — all  rang'd 
In  harmony  complete  to  work  his  will, 
And  finish  with  the  plaudit  of  the  skies ! 

But —  while  this 'whelming  blazon  may  not  burst 
On  tin  weak  eyes  of  mortals  ;  while  confin'd 
Thro'  dark  dim  glass,  with  dark  dim  sight  to  look 
All  trembling  to  the  future,  and  collect 
The  scatter  d  rays  of  wisdom  ;  while  referred 
Our  infant  reason  to  the  guiding  hand 
Of  faiih  strong-eyed,  which  never  quits  the  view 
( )f    f  sus,  her  great  pole-star  !  from  whose  words 
Ir-adiate  with  the  lustre  of  his  love, 
She  learns  the  mighty  Ai aster  to  explore 
In  all  his  works:   and  from  the  meanest  taught 
Bunoids  the  God,  the  Father. — Scorn  ye  not, 
IViv  fellow-pilgrims,  fellow-heirs  of  death, 
A»;d,  oh  triumphant  thought ! — my  fellow-heir* 
Of  life  immortal  : — if  not  sold  to  sense 
.fidelity's  black  cause,  you  cast 

vttui'sclres  the  profier'd  boon  : 


I 
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—Then  scorn  not,  oh  ni)  friend*!  when  Heaven 

vouchsafes 

To  teach,  by  meanest  objects,  reptiles,  birds, 
To  take  one  lesson  from  a  worm  like  me  ! 

Proof  of  a  gracious  providence  I  live  ; — 
To  him  be  all  the  glory  !  Of  his  care 
Paternal,  his  supporting  signal  love, 
I  live  each  hour  and  argument.     Away 
The  systematic  dulness  of  dispute  ! 
Away,  each  doating  rcasoner ! —  I  feel, 
Feel  in  ray  inmost  heart  the  conscious  sen*e, 
The  grateful  pressure  of  distinguished  grace, 
And  live,  and  only  wish  for  life  to  praise  it. 

For  say,  my  soul — nor  'midst  this  silence  sad, 
This  midnight,  awful,  melancholy  gJoom, 
Nor  in  this  solemn  moment  of  account 
Twixt  thee  and  Heaven — when  on  his  altar  lies 
A  sacrifice  thy  naked  bleeding  heart! 
Say,  nor  self. flattering,  to  thy  conscience  hold 
The  miiror  of  deceit :  could'st  thou  have  thought 
Thy  nerves,  thy  head,  thy  heart,  thy  frame,  thy 

sense, 

Sufficient  to  sustain  the  sudden  shock, 
Rude  as  a  bursting  earthquake,  which  at  once 
Toppled  the  happy  edifice  adown, 
Whelm'd  thee  and  thine  beneath  its  ruinous  crash, 
And  buried  all  in  sorrow  ! — Torn  away 
Impetuous  from  thy  home,  thy  muchJov'd  home, 
Without  one  moment  to  reflection  giv'n  ! 
ISv  soothing,  solemn  promise,  led  to  place 
Ingenuous  all  thy  confidence  of  life 
In  men,  assuming  gentle  pity's  guise! 
Vain  confidence  in  ought  beneath  the  sun! 
Behold  the  hour,  the  dreadful  hour  arriv'd  : 
The  prison  opes  its  ruthless  gates  UJJOP  0  •-:.  ! 
r.  V 
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O  horror!  Bn<  what's  this,  this  fresh  attack! 
"fis  she,  'tis  she!  my  weeping,  fainting  wife! 
u  And  hast  th on  faithful  found  me  ?  Has  thy  love 
Thus  burst  thro'  ev'ry  barrier  ?  Hast  thou  trac'd 
— Deprcss'd  in  health,  and  timid  as  thou  art — 
At  midnight  trac'd  the  desolate  wild  streets, 
Thus  in  a  prison's  gloom  to  throw  thy  arms 
Of  conjugal  endearment  round  the  neck 
Of  thy  lost  husband  :  —  Fate,  exact  thy  worst ; 
The  bitterness  is  past.*' — Idea  vain  ! 
To  tenfold  bitterness  drench'd  in  my  deep  cup 
Of  gall  the  morning  rises !  Statue  like, 
Inanimate,  half  dead,  and  fainting  half, 
To  stand  a  spectacle  !  —the  pnetor  stern 
Denying  to  my  pleading  tears  one  pang 
Of  human  sympathy  !  Conducted  forth, 
Amidst  th*  unfeeling  populace  :  pursued 
Like  some  deer,  which  from  the  hunter's  aim 
Hath  ta'en  its  deadly  hurt ;  and  glad  to  find — 
Panting  with  woe — my  refuge  in  a  goal  ! 
Can  misery  si  retch  more  tight  the  torturing  coid  ? 
But  hence  this  softness!  Wherefore  thus  lament 
These  petty  poor  escutcheons  of  thy  fate, 
\Vhen  lies — ail  worthy  of  I'hy.self  and  life, 
Cold  in  the  herse  of  ruin  ? — Rather  tum 
I? rat. -.'-'I  thin*;  eyes,  and  raise,  tho'  red  \vith  tears, 
To  his  high  throne,  who  looks  on  thy  distress 
With  fatherly  compassion  ;  kindly  throws 
Swirl  comfort's  mixture  in  thy  cup,  and  sooths 
With  Gilead's  balm  thy  death. wound.     He  it  is 
Who,  midst  the  shock  disrupting,  holds  in  health 
Tl.y  shattered  frame,  and  keeps  thy  reason  clear  ; 
He,  He  it  is,  whose  pitying  powers  supports 
Thy  humbled  soul,  deep  humbled  in  the  dust, 
Beuejjjjj  the  sense  wf  guilt  -3  the  mournful  sense 
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Of  deep  transgression  'gainst  thy  fellow  men, 
Of  s;td  offence  'gainst  Him,  thy  Father  God  ; 
Who,  lavish  in  his  bounties,  woo'd  thy  heart 
With  each  paternal  blessing  ; — ah  ingrate, 
And  wort.ii  less !  Y<-t- — (ii  is  marries  who  can  count, 
Or  truly  speak  his  praise  !) — Yet  thro*  this  gloom 
Of  self-conviction,  lowlj  He  vouchsafes 
To  dart  a  ray  of  comfort,  like  the  sun's, 
AlUcheering  through  a  summer's  evening  shower  ! 
Arch'd  in  his  gorgeous  sky,  I  view  the  bow 
Of  g.race-tix'd  emblem  !  'Tis  that  grace  alone 
"Which  gives  my  *oul  its  firmness  ;  builds  my  hope 
Beyond  the  grave;  and  bids  me  spurn  the  earth ! 
First  of  all  blessings,  iian  !  Yet  Thou  from  whom, 
Roth  first  and  last,  both  great  and  small  proceed; 
Exhaiistloss  Source  of  every  good  to  man, 
Accept  for  all,  the  tribute  of  my  praise  ; 
For  all  are  thine! — Thine  the  ingenuous  friends, 
Who  solace  with  compassion  sweet  my  woe; 
Mingle  with  mine  their  sympathetic  tears  ; 
Incessant  and  disinterested  toil 
To  work  my  wea!  ;  and  delicately  kind, 
Watch  every  keener  ^eusibility 
That  lives  about  my  soul.    Oh,  more  than  friend?, 
In  tenderness  my  children  ! — Thine  are  too 
The  very  keepers  of  the  rugged  jai". 
—Ill  school  to  u-arn  humanity's  soft  lore  I—- 
Yet herr  hnuianitv  'he.ii  duiy  nays, 
Respectably  ailecting  !   Whilst  they  tend 
]V5y  little  wants,  officious  in  their  zeni, 
They  turn  away,  and  fain  w  the  tear 

That  gushes  all  unbidden  to  their  eye, 
Anil  sarictihes  fh<  ir  service,  — O.n  their  iitads 
Tliy  biessing,  Lord  of  iiounty! 
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All  thy  choice  comforts  in  this  drear  distress, 
God  of  our  iirst  young  love  !    Thine  is  the  Wife 
Who  wit!;  assiduous  care,  from  night  to  morn, 
From  morn  to  night,  watches  my  every  need  ; 
And,  as  in  brightest  days  of  peace  and  joy, 
Si.uV-««  on  my  anguish,  while  her  own  poor  breast 
Is  fnl!  almost  to  bursting!  Prostrate,  Lord, 
Before  thy  footstool — Thou    whose  highest  style 
On  earth,  in  heaven,   is  love ! — Thou  who  hast 

breath'd 

Through  human  hearts  the  tender  charities, 
The  social  fond  affections  which  unite 
In  bonds  of  sweetest  amity  those  hearts, 
And  guide  to  every  good  ! — Thou,  whose  kind  eye 
Complacent  must  behold  the  rich,  ripe  fruit, 
Mature  and  mellow'd  on  the  generous  stock 
Of  thy  own  careful  planting  ! — Low  on  earth 
And  mingled  with  my  native  dust,  I  cry  ; 
With  all  the  Husband's  anxious  fondness  cry  ; 
With  all  t^-e  friend's  solicitude  and  truth  ; 
"With  all  the  teacher'-,  fervour — fct  God  of  Love, 
Vouchsafe  thy  choicest  comforts  on  her  head  t 
Be  thine  my  fate's  decision  :  To  thy  will 
With  angel- resignation,  lo,  we  bend  !" 

.but  hark  !    what  sound,  wounding  the  night's 

dull  ear, 

B'ir.stssuddenonmysense,andmakesmorehorrible 
Tii    e  midnight  horrors? — Tis  the  solemn  bell, 
Alarum  to  the  prisoners  of  death!* 
Hark  !  what  a  groan,  responsive  from  the  cells 
Of  condemnation,  calls  upon  my  heart, 
My  thriving  heart,  for  intercession  strong, 

#  This  alludes  to  a  very  striking  snd  r  vvful  circumstancp.  Tlic  bell- 
man of  St  Sepulchre's,  near  tho  prison,  is  ';>y  long  and  pious  custom  ap- 
point to  announce  at  midnight  to  the  condemned  criminal's  in  (heir 
<;ef  ,,  That  the  hour  of  their  departure  ii  at  hantl 
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And  pleading  in  th.  satferef  s  IvhJf — 
My  fellow,  sufferers,  and  m  /  fellow--,  en! 

Cease  then  awhih-  the  strain,  my  j -lamMe  soul, 
And  veil  thy  fdiv  o,  sOrrow  !    Lonely  hoi  is 
Soon  will  return  (luv  u  fcbj       .i:    ighl  i   •»!.• 
For  much  remains  to  sing  j   *ad  r  e  ,.ts,  unaunjf, 
Asdeem'd  pcrchnnc.  toomournfuJ;  —  ye;,  vvh  <  '.-l.-e 
Than  themes  like  these  can  suit  a  ;..u>.'  »-,k«- 
—And  T:  ieht  it  !;c,  ?l»at  \\hi!e  ingenue-  •«      oi- 
Bleeds  thro'  my  verse  ;  while  the  succftu;^  jjage 
Weaving  with  my  sad  story  the  detail 
Of  crimes,  of  punishments,  of  prisons  drea/j 
Of  present  life  and  future — sad  discourse 
And  serious  shall  contain;  O  might  it  be, 
That  human  hearts  may  listen  and  improve; 
Oh  might  it  be,  that  benefit  to  souls 
Flow  from  Ihe  weeping  tablet:  though  the  Man 
In  torture  die — the  Painter  shall  rejoice! 

END  OF  THE  FIRST 


WEEK  THE  SECOND. 

The  Retrospect.     Sunday,  March  2,  177?, 

OH,  not  that  thoii  goest  hence— sweet  drooping 

flower, 
Surchar^'d  with  sorrow's  dew  ! — Not  that  thou 

quit  r/tt 
This  pent  and  feverish  gloom,  which  beams  with 

light, 

With  health,  with  comfort  by  thy  presence  cheer'd, 
Companion  of  ray  life,  and  of  my  woes 
Blest  toother  !  Not  that  thou  goest  hence  to  drink 
A  purer  air,  and  gather  from  the  breath 
Of  balmy  spring  now  succou*,  to  recruit      » 
C  3 
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Tlr,  waning  health,  and  aid  thee  to  sustain, 
"U  itli  moie  than  manly  fortitude,  tl>y  own 
And  my  •dlHctive  trials  !   Not,  that  here, 
Ami. 1st  the  glories  ot  this  genial  day, 
I  ,,nu.r~ii.  f>>.  rough  iron  bars  1  peep  at  Heaven 
\.  mi  :li   ,    1'ck -lustre  e>i  !  — Oh,  'tis  not  this 
That  drives  the  poison'dpointof  torturousthought 
Deep  to  my  spring  of  lit,  !  It  is  not  this 
Tfiat  prostrate  lavs  me  weeping  in  the  dust, 
And  draws  in  sobs  the  life-blood  from  my  heart! 
\Yell  could  I  bear  thy  absence  :  well,  full  well  ; 
Tho'  angel  Comforts  in  thy  converse  smile, 
/:rui  make  my  dungeon  Faradis.  !  Full  well 
Could  I  sustain  through  iron  bars  to  view 
Tin-  golden  Sun,  in  bridegroom-majesty 
Taking  benignant  nature  to  his  love, 
And  decking  her  with  bounties  !  Weil,  very  well 
Could  I  fongo  the  delicate  delight 
Of  tracing  nature's  germins  as  they  bud  ; 
Of  viewing  spring's  /irst  children  as  they  rm* 
In  innocent  sweetness,  or  beneath  the  thorn 
In  rural  privacy;  or  on  gay  parterre 
More  artful,  less  enchanting! — Well,  very  well 
t  ould  I  forego  to  listen — in  this  house 
Of  unremitted  din — and  nought  complain  ; 
To  listen  as  1  oft'  have  stood  with  tbec 
Listening  in  fond  endearment  to  the  voiro 
Of  stock. doye.   through  the  silcure  of  the  wood 
Hoarse  murmuring! — Well,  oh  could  I  forego 
These  innocent,  though  exquisite  delights, 
Still  new,  and  to  my  bosom  still  attun'd 
In  moral,  mental  melody  ! — Sweet  Sprin 
\\  ell  could  1  bear  this  sad  exile  from  Ther. 
Nor  drop  one  tpar  reluctant ;  for  my 
to  superior- feeling^  soars  aloft 
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1f  a  eminence  of  misery  ! — Confin'd 

On  this  blest  day — the  Sabbath  of  my  God  ! 

— Not  from  his  House  alone,  not  from  the  powe* 

Of  joyful  worship  with  assembling  crowds,* 

Hut  from  the  labours  once  so  amply  mine, 

The  labours  of  his  love.     Now,  laid  aside, 

CoYer'd  my  head  with  ignominious  dust, 

My  voice  is  stopp'd  !  and  had  I  e'en  the  power, 

Strong  siiame,  and  stronger  grief,  would  to  thai 

voice 

Forbid  all  utterance  ! — Ah,  thrice  hapless  voice., 
J3y  Heaven's  own  linger  all  indulgent  tun'd 
To  touch  the  heart,  and  win  th'  attentive  soul 
To  love  of  truth  divine,  how  useless  now, 
How  dissonant,  unstrung  !  —  Like  Salcm's  harps, 
Once  fraught  with  richest  harmony  of  praise, 
Hung  in  sad  silence  by  Euphrates'  stream, 
Upon  the  mournful  willows  !  There  they  wept. 
Thy  captive  people  wept,  O  God! — when  thought 
To  bitter  memory  recali'd  the  songs, 
The  dulcet  Songs  of  Sion  !  Oh  blest  songs, 
Transporting  chorus  of  united  hearts, 
In  cheerful  music  mounting  to  the  praise 
,  Of  Siou's  King  of  Glory  1— Uh  the  joy 
Transcendanc,  of  petitions  wing'd  aloit 
With  fervour  irresistible  from  throngs 
Assembled  in  thy  earthly  courts,  dread  King 
1 51' ail-dependant  nature! — looking  up 
For  ail  to  Thee,  as  do  the  servant's  eyes 
Up  (o  their  fostering  Master  !  Joy  of  jo\v, 
Amiii-.t  Mich  ihrong'cl  assemblies  to  stand  forth, 
To  b'<Mv  the  Silver  Trumpet  of  thy  Grace  ; 
The  gladsome  ye.sr  of  jubilee  to  proc 
\mt  otl'.-r  to  lae  aching  sinner's  ht- 
*  fecPialinluif. 
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Hrdpmption's  healing  mercies  !  And  methinks 
( — Induigc  tlie  pleasing  rercrie,  my  soul  ! 
The  waking  dream,  which  in  oblivion  sweet 
Lulls  thy  o'erlabour'd  sense  !)  methinks  convey'd 
To   Ham's  lov'd  shades — dour  favourite  shades, 

by  peace 

And  pure  religion  sanctify 'd — I  hear 
The  tuneful  bells  their  haliow'd  message  sound 
To  Christian  hearts  svmphonious  !  Circling  time 
Oncv  more  hath  happily  brought  round  the  day 
Which  calls  us  to  the  temple  of  our  God  : 
Thou  let  us  haste,  in  decent  neatness  clad, 
My  cheerful  little  household,  to  his  courts., 
So  lov  ;'.  :io  truly  honoured  !  There  we'll  mix 
In  meek,  ingenuous  deprecation's  cry  ; 
There  we'll  tir.ite  in  fuli  thanksgiving's  choir, 
And  all  the  rich  melodiousness  of  praise. 

f  feel,  I  feel  the-  rapture  !   David's  harp 
Concordant  wiia  a  thousand  voices  sound-  : 
Prayer  mounts  exulting  :  Man  ascends  the  skies 
On  wings  of  angel-fervour  !    Holy  writ 
Or  speaks  the  wonders  of  Jehovah's  power, 
Or  telis  in  more  than  mortal  majesty. 
The  greater  wonders  of  his  love  to  man  ! 
Proofs  of  that  love,  see  where  the  mystic  signs, 
.High  emblems  of  unutterable  grace, 
Confirm  to  man  the  zeal  of  Heaven  to  save, 
And  call  to  gratitude's  best  o 

Wise 

In  all  thy  sacred  institution?,  Lord, 

Thy  Sabbaths  with  peculiar  wisdom  shine; 

First  and  high  argument,  creation  done. 

Of  fhy  benign  solicitude  for  man, 

Thy  chiefest,  favourite  creature.    Time  is  thine  ; 

liowftist  to  claim  a*  part,  who  giv'st  the  whole  ! 
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oli,  how  gracious,  to  assign  that  part 
To  man's  supreme  behoof,  his  soul's  best  good  : 
His  morfal  and  his  mental  benetit ; 
His  body's  genial  comfort  !  Savage  else, 
Untaught,  uridisciplin'd,  in  shaggy  pride 
He'd  rov'd  the  wild,  amidst  the  brutes  a  brute 
Ferocious  ;  to  the  soft  civilities 
Of  cultivated  life,  Religion,  Truth, 
A  barbarous  stranger.     To  thy  Sabbaths  then 
All  hail,  wise  Legislator!  'Tis  to  these 
"We  owe  at  once  the  memory  of  thy  works, 
Thy  mighty  works  of  nature  and  of  grace; — 
We  owe  divine  Religion  :  and  to  these 
The  decent  comeliness  of  social  life. 

Revere,  ye  earthly  magistrates,  who  wield 
The  sword  of  Heaven— the  wisdom  of  Heaven's 

plan, 

And  sanctify  the  Sabbath  of  your  God  ! 
Religion's  all :  With  that  or  stands  or  falls 
Your  country's  weal  !  but  where  shall  she  obtain, 
• — Religion,  sainted  pilgrim— shelter  safe 
Or  honourable  greeting; — through  the  land, 
If  led  by  high  and  low,  in  giddy  dance. 
Mad  profanation  on  the  sacred  day 
Qf  God's  appointed  rest,  her  revel-rout 
Insulting  heads,  and  leaves  the  temple  void  ! 
* — Oh,  my  lov'd  country !  oh,  ye  thoughtless  great, 
Intoxicate  with  draughts,  that.opium-like 
For  transient  moments  stupify  the  mind 
To  wake  in  horrors,  and  confusion  wild  ! — 

But  soft,  and  know  thyself!  Tis  not  forthee, 
Poor  destitute  !  thus  groveling  in  the  dust 
Of  self-annihilation,  to  assume 
The  Censor's  office,  and  reprove  mankind. 
All  me— thy  day  of  duty  isvieclin'd  J          » 

•  i 
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Thou  rather,  to  the  quick  probe  thine  own  wounds, 
And  plead  for  mercy  at  the  judgment* seat, 
Where  conscience  smites  thee  for  the  offence  de- 

p'oi'd. 

Yet  not  presumptuous  deem  it,  Arhiter 
Of  human  thoughts,  that  thro' the  long,  loug  gloom 
Of  multiply'd  transgressions.  I  behold 
Complacent  smiling  on  my  sickening  soul, 
"  Delight  in    thy'lov'd  Sabbaths!'  Well  Thou 

know'st — 

For  thou know'st  all  things--that  the cheerful  sound 
Of  that  blest  clay's  return,  for  circling  weeks, 
For  months,  for  years,  for  more  than  thrice  seven 

years, 

Was  music  to  my  heart!  My  feet  rejoic'd 
To  bear  me  to  thy  temples,  haply  fraught 
With  Comfort's  tidings  ;  with  thy  gospel's  truth, 
The  gospel  of  thy  peace!  Oh,  well  Thou  know'st, 
Who  knowt'st  all  things,  with  what  welcome  toil, 
What  pleasing  assiduity  I  searcii'd 
Thy  heavenly  word,  to  learn  thy  heavenly  will ; 
That  faithful  I  might  minister  its  truth, 
And  of  the  high  commission  nought  kept  back 
From  the  great  congregation!*  well  thou  know'st, 
— Solo,  sacred  Witness  of  my  private  hours — 
How  copiously  I  bath'd  with  pleading  tears, 
How  earnestly  in  prayer  consign'd  to  Thee 
The  humble  efforts  of  my  trembling  pen  ; 
My  T>es(-,  weak  efforts  in  my  Master's  cause  ; 
AVeak  as  the  feather  'gainst  the  giant's  shield, 
Light  as  the  gos'mer  floating  on  the  wind, 
Without  thy  aid  omnipotent !  Thou  know'st 
JIow,  anxious  to  improve  in  every  grace, 
That  best  to  man's  attention  might  commend 
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Th'  important  message,  studious  I  apply'd 

My  feeble  talents  to  the  holy  art 

Of  'suasive  elocution  ;   emulous 

Of  every  acquisition  which  might  clothe 

In  purest  dignity  the  purest  work, 

The  iirst,  the  highest  office  man  can  bear, 

"  The  Messenger   of  God!"    And  well  Thou 

koow'st, 

—  For  ail  the  work,  as  all  the  praise  is  thine-— 
What  sweet  success  accompanied  the  toil  : 
What  harvests  blcss'd  the  seed-time  J    Well  thou 

know'st 

"With  what  triumphant  gladness  my  rapt  soul 
Wrought  in  the  vineyard  !  how  it  thankful  bore 
The  noon-day's  iieat,  the  evening's  chiliy  frost, 
Exulting  in  its  much-lov'd  Master's  cause 
To  spend,  and  to  be  spent !  and  bring  it  home 
From  triple  labours  of  the  well-toil'd  day, 
A  body  by  fatigue  overborne  ;  a  mind 
Replete  with  glad  emotions  to  its  God  ! 

Ah,  my  lo?'d  household  !  ah,  my  little  round 
Of  social  friends!  well  do  you  bear  in  mind 
TfaofC!  pleasing  evenings,  when,  on  my  return, 
Much.wish'd  return — serenity  the  mild, 
And  cheerfulness  the  innocent,  with  me 
Euter'd  the  happy  dwelling  !  Thou,  my  Ernest, 
Ingenuous  youth  !   who^e  early  spring  bespoke 
Thy  summer,  as  it  is,  with  richest  crops 
Luxuriant  waving  ;  gentle  youth,  canst  thou 
Those  welcome  hours  forget?  or  thou — oh  thou  ! 
— How  shall  I  utter  from  my  beating  heart 
Thy  name,  so  musical,  so  heavenly  sweet 
Once  to  these  ears  distracted  !—  Stanhope,  say, 
CfiQSi  thou  forget  those  hour*,  when,  cloth'd  in 
-     ~  * 
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Of  fond  respect,  thoii  and  thy  friend  have  stro?e 
Whose  little  hands  should  readiest  supply 
My  willing  wants ;  officious  in  your  zeal 
To  make  the  Sabbath  evenings,  like  the  day, 
A  scene  of  sweet  composure  to  my  sou   !* 
Oh  happy  Sabbaths ! — Oh  my  soul's  delight! 
Oh  days  of  matchless  mercy  !   matchless  praise  ! 
Gone,  gone,  for  ever  gone  !  How  dreadful  ^pent, 
Useless  in  tears,  and  groans,  and  bitter  woe, 
In  this  wild  place  of  horrors  It  —Oh,  return, 
Ye  happy  Sabbaths  !  or  to  that  lov'd  realm 
Dismiss  me,  Father  of  compassions,  where 
Reigns  one  eternal  Sabbath  !  Though  my  voice, 
Feeble  at  best,  be  danip'd,  and  cannot  soar 
T:>  strains  sublime,  beneath  the  sorrowing  sense 
Of  base  ingratitude  to  thee,  my  God, 
My  Father,  Benefactor,  Saviour,  Friend — 
Yet  in  that  realm  of  rest  'twill  quickly  catch 
Congenial  harmony  !  'twill  quickly  rise 
Even  from  humility's  weak,  trembling  touch; 
Rise  with  the  glowing  Seraph  in  the  choir, 
And  strive  to  be  the  loudest  in  thy  praise. 

T-JO  soaring  thought !  that  in  a  moment  sunk 
By  sad  reflection  and  convicting  guilt, 
Falls  prostrate  on  the  earth. — So,  pois'd  in  air. 
And  warbling  his  wild  notes  about  the  clouds^ 
Almost  beyond  the  ken  of  human  sight;        j 
Clapp'd  to  his  side  his  plumy  steerage,  down 
Drops — instantaneous  drops  the  silent  lark  ! 
— -How  shall  I  mount  to  heaven  ?  how  join  the 
choir 

*  Good-Friday,  Easter,  Sec.  once  so  peculiarly  happy— yet  how  ra«£ 
here  ! What  a  sad  want  of  the  ypirit  of  reformation"! 

t  Hoethius  has  a  reflection  highly  applicable  to  the  sense  of  our  Au- 
thor:— "  Nee  insiciari  possum  prosperitatis  meze  velocissimuro  ctirsum. 
Jied  hoc  est,  quod  rccoltntetn  me  veht-mentius  coquir.  Nam  in  oron; 
advcfjitate  fortunx,infelicisBhnwm genus  e?t,  infortinw,  fnisjc  fel:c?'.n.*> 

JJ?  CWXO.'.I..  tf.  Pf8H.  4. 
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Celestial  of  bright  Seraphim  ?  deprcst 
Beneath  the  burden  of  a  thousand  sins, 
On  what  blest  dove-like  wing  shall  I  arise. 
And  fly  to  the  wish'tl  rest  ? 

—Of  counsel  free, 

Some  to  my  aching  heart,  with  kind  intent, 
Oiler  the  poisonous  balsam  of  desert ; 
"  Bid  me  take  comfort  from  the  cheering  view 
Of  deeds  benevolent,  and  active  life 
Spent  for  the  weal  of  others  !"  Syren-songs, 
Soon  hush'd  by  bowlings  of  severe  reproach, 
Unfeeling,  uncoui  passionate,  and  rude, 
Which  o'er  my  body,  panting  on  the  earth, 
With  wounds  incurable,  insulting,  whirls 
Her  iron  scourge  :  accumulates  each  ill 
That  can  to  man's  best  fame  damnation  add  : 
Spies  not  one  mark  of  white  throughout  my  life: 
And,  groaning  o'er  my  anguish  to  despair, 
As  my  soul,  sad  resource,  indignant  points ! 
But  not  from  you — ah  cruel,  callous  foes, 
Thus  to  exult  and  press  a  fallen  man! — 
Nor  even  from  you,  tho'  kind,  mistaken  friends, 
Admit  we  counsel  here.     Too  deep  the  stake, 
Too  awful  the  enquiry — how  the  soul 
May  smile  at  death,  and  meet  its  God  in  peace-- 
To  rest  the  answer  on  uncertain  man  J 
Alike  above  your  friendship  or  your  hate, 
Here,  here  I  tour  triumphant,  and  behold 
At  once  confirm'd  security  and  joy, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  mortal  hand  to  shake, 
Or  for  a  moment  cloud. — Uail,  bleeding  Love  ! 
In  thy  humiliation  dof^)  and  dread, 
Divine  Philanthropist,  mv  ransom'd  soul 
Beholds  its  triumph,  and  avows  its  cureJ 
Its  perfect,  free  salvation,  kn<5ws  or  feels      » 

P  • 
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No  merit,  no  dependence,  but  thy  faith, 
Thy  hope  and  love  consummate  !  All  abjures; 
Casts  all — each  care,  each  burden,  at  the  foot 
Of  thy  rictorious  cross  ;  is  heart  and  life 
One  wish,  one  word  uniting — ever  may 
That  wish  and  word  in  me,  blest  Lord,  unite!  — 
"  Oh,  erer  may  in  me  Thy  will  be  done  I" 
Firm  and  unshaken,  as  old  Sion's  Hill, 
Remains  this  sure  foundation  :  who  on  Christ, 
The  Corner-Stone,  build  faithful,  build  secure, 
Eternity  is  theirs.     Then  talk  no  more, 
Ye  airy,  vague,  fantastic  reasoners, 
Of  the  light  stubble,  crackling  in  the  fire 
Of  God's  investigation  ;  of  the  chatF 
Dispersed,  and  floating  'fore  the  slightest  wind — 
The  chaff' of  human  merit!  gracious  God! 
What  pride,  what  contradiction  in  the  term ! 
Shall  man,  vain  man,  drest  in  a  little  power 
Deriv'd  from  Nature's  Author  ;  and  that  power, 
Holding,  an  humble  tenant,  at  the  will 
Of  him  who  freely  gave  it;  His  high  will, 
The  dread  Supreme  Disposer,  shall  poor  man, 
A  beggar,  indigent  and  vile,  enrich'd 
With  every  precious  faculty  of  soul, 
Of  reason,  intellect ;  with  every  gift 
Of  animal  life  luxuriant  —from  the  store 
Of  unexhausted  bounty;  shall  he  turn 
That  bounty  to  abuse;  lavish  defy 
The  Giver  with  his  gifts— a  rebel  base  ! 
And  yet,  presumptuous,  arrogant,  deceive!, 
Assume  a  pride  for  actions  not  his  own, 
Or  boast  of  merit,  when  jiis  all's  for  God. 
And  he  that  all  has  squandered  !  Purest  saints, 
Brightest  archangels,  in  the  choir  of  heaven, 
Fuelling  all  complete  his  holy  will, 

f* 
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Who  plac'd  them  high  in  glory  as  they  stand, 

Fulfil  but  duty  !  nay,  a-s  owing  more 

From  love's  supreme  distinction,  readier  veil 

Their  radiant  faces  with  their  golden  plenties, 

And  fall  more  humbled  'fore  the  throne  theyhymn 

With  gratitude  superior.     Could  bold  pride 

Onejmoment  whisper  to  their  lucid  souls 

Desert's  intolerable  folly  —  down, 

Like  Lucifer,  the  Morning,  star,  they'd  fall 

From  their  bright  state  obscur'd  !  Then,  proud, 

poor  worm, 

Conceiv'd  in  sin.  offending  from  thy  youth, 
In  every  point  transgressor  of  the  law 
Of  righteousness  :  of  merit  towards  God, 
Dream,  if  thou  can'st  :  or,  madman  if  thou  art, 
Stand  on  that  plea  for  heav'n  —  and  be  undone  ! 

Blest  be  thy  tender  mercy,  God  of  Grace  ! 
That  'midst  the  terrors  of  this  trying  hour, 
When  in  this  midnight,  lonely,  prison  gloom, 
My  inmost  soul  hangs  naked  to  thy  view  ; 
When,  undissembled  in  the  search,  I  fain 
Would  know,  explore,  and  balance  every  thought* 
(For  oh,  I  see  Eternity's  dread  gates 
Expand  before  me,  soon  perhaps  to  close  !J—  • 
Blest  be  thy  mercy,  that,  subdued  to  thee, 
Each  lofty  vain  imagination  bows  ; 
Each  high  idea  humbled  in  the  dust, 
Of  self-sufficient  righteousness  my  soul 
Disclaims,  abhors,  with  reprobation  full, 
The  slightest  apprehension  !—  Worthless,  Lord, 
Even  of  the  meanest  crumb  beneath  thy  board. 

Blest  be  thy  mercy,  that,  so  far  from  due, 
I  own  thy  bounties,  manifold  and  rich, 
Upon  my  soul  have  laid  a  debt  so  deep, 
That  I  fan  never  pay  !  —  And  oh!  I  feel 


•  > 
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Compunction  inexpressible,  to  think 

How  I  have  us'd  those  bounties  !  sackcloth. < 

And  cover'd  o'er  with  ashes,  I  deplore 

My  utter  worthlessness  ;  and,  trembling,  own 

Thy  wrath  and  just  displeasure  well  might  sink 

In  deeper  floods  than  these,  that  o'er  my  head 

Roar  horrible — in  fiery  floods  of  woe, 

That  know  nor  end  nor  respite!  but,  my  God? 

Blest  be  thy  mercy  ever!  Thou'st  not  left 

My  soul  to  Desperation's  dark  dismay  ! 

On  Calvary's  Hill,  my  mourning  eye  discerns, 

Wiih  faith's  clear  view,  that  Spectacle  which  wipes 

Each  tear  away,  and  bids  the  heart  exult ! 

There  hangs  the  Love  of  God !  There  hangs  of  man 

The  Ransom  ;  there  the  Merit ;  there  the  Cure 

Of  human  grief— The-  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life! 

Oh  Thou,  for  sin  burnt-sacrifice  complete  ! 
Oh  Thou,  of  holy  life  th'  exemplar  bright ! 
Perfection's  lucid  mirror  !  while  to  Thee 
Repentance  scarce  dare  lift  her  flowing  eyes, 
Though  in  his  strong  arms  manly  Faith  supports 
The  self-convicted  mourner  ! — Let  not  love, 
Source  of  thy  matchless  mercies,  aught  delay, 
Like  Mary,  with  humility's  meek  hand 
Her  precious  box  of  costly  Nard  to  pour 
On  thy  dear  feet,  diffusing  through  the  house 
The  odour  of  her  unguents  !  Let  not  Love, 
Looking  with  Gratitude's  full  eye  to  Thee, 
Cease  with  the  hallow'd  fragrance  of  her  works 
To  cheer  thy  lowliest  members  ;  to  refresh 
Thee  in  thy  saints  afflicted  !  Let  not  Love 
Cease  with  each  spiritual  grace,  each  temper  mild. 
Fruits  of  the  Holy  Spirit — to  enrich, 
To  fill,  perfume,  and  sanctify  the  soul 
Assimilate  to  Thee,  sweet  Jesu  1   Vhee 
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That  soul's  immortal  habitant.     How  blest, 
How  beyond  value  rich  the  privilege, 
To  welcome  such  a  Guest !  how  doubly  blest 
With  such  a  signature — the  royal  stamp 
Of  thy  resemblance,  Prince  of  Righteousness, 
Of  Mercy,  Peace,  and  Truth  I  Oh  more  and  more 
Transform  me  to  that  Image  !  More  and  more 
Thou  New  Creation's  Author,  form  complete 
In  me  the  birth  divine  ;  the  heavenly  mind, 
The  love  consummate — all.performing  love, 
Which  dwelt  in  Thee,  its  Pattern  and  its  Source; 
And  is  to  man,  happy  regenerate  man, 
Heaven's  surest  foretaste,  and  its  earnest  too. 

The  thought  delights  and  cheers,  tho'  not  elates  : 
Through  pensive  Meditation's  sable  gloom 
It  darts  a  ray  of  soft,  well-temper'd  light, 
A  kind  of  lunar  radiance  on  my  soul, 
Gentle,  not  dazzling  !  Thou  who  knowest  all, 
Know'st  well, thrice  graciousMaster!  thai  my  heart 
Attun'd  to  thy  dear  love,  howe'er  seduc'd 
By  worldly  adulation  from  its  vows. 
And  for  a  few  contemptible,  coutemn'd 
Unhappy  moments  faithless  ;    well  thou  know'st 
That  heart  ne'er  knew  true  peace  but  in  thy  love: 
That  heart  hath  in  thy  love  known  thorough  peace! 
Hath  frequent  panted  forthat  love's  full  growth  ; 
And  sought  occasions  to  display  its  warmth 
By  deeds  of  kindness,  mild  humanity, 
And  pitying  mercy  to  its  fellow  men  ! 

And  thou  hast  blest  me  !  and  1  will  rejoice 
That  thou  hast  blest  n\e  !  thou  hast  giv'n  my  soul 
The  Luxury  of  Luxuries  to  wipe 
The  tpar  from  many  an  eye  ;   to  stop  the  groan 
At  many  an  aching  heart.      £nd  Thou  \vilt  wip« 
The  tears  from  mine,  and  Thou  the  groan  repress; 
D  3  •   > 
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And  Thou — for  oh.  this  heating  heart  is  thine, 
Fram'd  by  thy  Hand  to  pity's  quickest  touch — • 
Thou  will  forgive  the  sinner  ;  and  hestow 
]Mc -.n  y,  sweet  rhercy  !  which,  inspired  by  Thee, 
He  never  had  the  power,  and  ne'er  the  will, 
To  hold  from  others  where  he  could  bestow  ! 

S::all  ho  not  then  rest  happily  secure 
Of  mercy,  thrice  blest  mercy  from  mankind  ? 
\Vhere  rests  it  ? — Resignation's  meek-ey'd  power 
Sustain  me  still  ;  Composure  still  be  mine  : 
\Vhere  rests  it  ?— Oh  mysterious  Providence  ! 
Silence  the  wild  idea  : — I  have  found 
No  mercy  yet ;  no  mild  humanity  : 
With  cruel  unrelenting  rigour  torn, 
And,  lost  in  prison,  wild  to  all  below! 

So  from  his  daily  toil,  returning  late 
O'er  Grison's  rugged  mountains,  clad  in  snow, 
The  peasant  with  astonish' d  eyes  beholds 
A  gaunt  wolf,  from  the  pine-grove  howling  rush  ! 
Chill  horror  stiffens  him,  alike  to  fly, 
XJnable  to  resist ;  the  monster  feeds 
Blood-happy,  growling,  on  his  quivering  heart  ! 
Meanwhile  light  blazes  in  his  lonely  cot 
The  crackling  hearth  ;  his  careful  wife  prepares 
Her  humble  cates  ;  and  thro'  the  laUic'd  light 
His  little  ones,  expecting  his  return, 
Peep,  anxious  !  Ah,  poor  victim,  he  nor  hearth 
Bright  blazing,  nor  the  housewife's  humble  rates, 
Normuch-lov'd  children  henceforth  more  shall:  <><  I 

But  soft :  Tis  calm  reflection's  midnight  hour  ; 
*Tis  the  soul's  solemn  inquest.     Broods  a,  thought 
Resentful  in  thy  bosom  ?   Art  thou  yet, 
Penitent  Pilgrim,  on  earth's  utmost  bourn, 
And  candidate  for  Heaven — art  thou  )ot 
Fn^ove  Imperfect?   -and  }>**  r;,H!i'-<>  plat** 
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With  dark  revenge  and  unforgiving  hate, 
Hell's  blad.est  offspring  ? — Glory  to  my  God  ! 
With  triumph  let  me  sing,  and  close  my  strain. 

Abhorrent  ever  from  my  earliest  }routh 
Of  these  detested  passions  in  this  hour, 
This  trying  hour  of  keen  oppressive  grief, 
My  soul  superior  rises;  nor  of  these 
Malevolent,  a  touch,  the  slightest  touch 
Feels,  or  shall  ever  harbour  !  Though  it  feels 
In  all  their  amplitude,  with  all  their  weight, 
Ungentlest  treatment,  and  a  load  of  woe, 
Heavy  as  that  which  fabling  noets  lay 
On  proud  Enceladus !  Though  life  be  drawn 
By  cruelty's  fierce  hand  down  to  the  lees, 
Yet  can  my  heart  with  all  the  truth  of  prayer, 
"With  all  the  fervour  of  sincere  desire, 
Looking  at  Thee,  thou  love  of  God  and  man  ; 
Yet  can  my  heart  in  life  or  death  implore, 
u  Father,  forgive  them  as  Thou  pitiest  me  !" 

O  where's  the  wonder,  when  thy  cross  is  seen  !. 
Oh,  where's  the  wonder,  when  thy  voice  is  heard  ; 
Harmonious  intercession  !  Son  of  God  ! 
Oh,  where's  the  wonder — or  the  merit  where, 
Or  what's  the  task  to  love-attnned  souls — 
Poor  fellow-creatures  pitying,  to  implore 
Forgiveness  for  them  ?  Oh,  forgive  my  foes  ! 
Best  friends,    perchance,  for  they  may  bring  to 

Thee ! 

— Complete  forgiveness  on  thorn,  God  of  Grace  \ 
Complete  forgiveness,  in  the  dreadful  hour, 
When  most  they  need  forgiveness!  And  oh!  such 
As  in  that  drr.-adful  hour,  my  poor  heart  wants, 
And  trusts,  great  Father,  to  receive  from  Tliee, 
Sirch  full  forgiveness  grant  j — and  my  glad  soul 
Shall  f<>M  them  li.en.  my  br*  t:>ren.  »»>  (Sky  nouse  J 
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Thus  do  I  sooth,  and  while  away  with  song 

My  lonely  hour,^  in  drear  confinement  past, 

Like  thee,  oh  gallant  Raleigh  ! — or  like  thee, 

My  hapless  ancestor,  fam'd  Overbury! 

But  oh,  in  this  how  different  is  our  fate  ! 

Thon  to  a  Yengeful  woman's  subtile  wiles 

A  hapless  "victim  fall'st :  while  my  deep  gloom, 

Brighten'd  by  female  virtue  and  the  light 

Of  conjugal  affection — leads  me  oft, 

Like  the  poor  prison'd  linnet  to  forget 

Freedom,  and  tuneful  friends,  and  russet  heath, 

Vocal  with  native  melody  ;  to  swell 

The  feeble  throat,  and  chant  the  lowly  strain  ; 

As  in  the  season,  when  from  spray  to  spray 

Flew  liberty,  on  light  elastic  wing 

She  flies  no  more  :— Be  mute  my  plaintive  lyre  ! 

BND   OF  THE  SECOND  WEEK. 
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Public  Punishment.     March  18,  1777. 
VAIN  are  thy  generous  efforts,  worthy  Bull,* 
Thy  kind  compassion's  vain  !  The  hour  is  come  : 
Stern  fate  demands  compliance:   I  must  pass 
Thro'  various  deaths,  keen  torturing,  to  arrive 
At  that  my  heart  so  fervently  implores; 
Yet  fruitless.     Ah  !  why  hides  he  his  fell  front 
From  woe,   from  wretchedness,  that  with   glad 

smiles 

Would  welcome  his  approach  ;  and  tyrant-like, 
Delights  to  dash  the  jocund  roseate  cup 
From  the  full  hand  of  gaudy  luxury 
And  unsuspecting  ease  !   Far  worse  than  death 
That  prison's  entrance,  whose  idea  chills 

*  Frederick  Bull,  Esq.  Alderman  of  London  ;  to  whose  fciudacss  and 
humanity  the  Author  h:  s  expressed  th>>  tidiest  obligations. 
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With  freezing  horror  all  my  curdling  blood  ; 
Whose  very  name,  stamping  with  infamy, 
Makes  my  soul  frighted  start,  in  frenzy  whirl'd, 
And  verging  near  to  madness  !  See,  they  ope 
Their  iron  jaws  !  See  the  vast  gates  expand, 
Gate  after  gate-— and  in  an  instant  twang, 
Clos'd  by  their  growling  keepers  ;  when  again, 
Mysterious  powers !  oh  when  to  ope  on  me  ? 
Mercy,  sweet  Heaven,  support  my  faultering  steps, 
Support  my  sickening  heart !  My  full  eyes  swimi 
O'er  all  my  frame  distils  a  cold  damp  sweat. 
Hark — what  a  rattling  din  !  on  every  side 
The  congregated  chains  clank  frightful :  Throngs 
Tumultuous  press  around,  to  view,  to  gaze 
Upon  the  wretched  stranger  ;  scarce  believ'd 
Other  than  visitor  within  such  wails, 
With  mercy  and  with  freedom  in  his  hands 
Alas,  how  chang'd  !  Sons  of  confinement,  se6 
No  pitying  deliverer,  but  a  wretch 
O'erwhelm'd  with  misery,  more  hapless  far 
Than  the  most  hapless  'mongst  ye;  loaded  hard 
With  guilt's  oppressive  irons !  His  are  chains 
No  time  can  loosen,  and  no  hand  unbind  : 
Fetters  which  gore  the  soul.    O  horror,  horror! 
Ye  massive  bolts,  give  way  :  ye  sullen  doors, 
All,  open  quick,  and  from  this  clamorous  rout, 
Close  in  my  dismal,  lone,  allotted  room 
Shroud  me; — for  ever  shroud  from  human  sight, 
And  make  it,  if  'tis  possible,  my  grave  I 

How  truly  welcome  then  !  Then  would  I  greet 
With  hallo w'd  joy  the  drear,  but  blest  abode ; 
And  deem  it  far  the  happiest  I  have  known. 
The  best  I  e'er  inhabited.     But  afas ! 
There's  no  such  mercy  tor  me.     I  must  run 
Misery's  extremest  round  ;  and  this  mast  b<* 


46  THOUGHTS  IN  PRISON* 

Awhile  my  living  grave;  the  doleful  tomb, 
Sad  sounding  with  my  unremitted  groans, 
And  moi«ten'd  with  the  bitterness  of  tears ! 

Ah,  mournful  dwelling  !  desthi'd  ne'er  to  see 
The  human  face  divine  in  placid  smiles, 
And  innocent  gladness  cloth'd  :  destin'd  to  hear 
No  sounds  of  genial  heart-reviving  joy  ! 
The  sons  of  sorrow  only  are  thy  guests, 
And  thine  the  only  music  of  their  sighs, 
Thick  sobbing  from  the  tempest  of  their  breasts  ! 
Ah  moornful  dwelling!  never  hast  thou  seen, 
Amidst  the  numerous  wretched  ones  immur'd 
Within  thy  stone-girt  compass,  wretch  so  sunk,, 
So  lost,  so  ruiu'd,  as  the  man  who  falls 
Thus  in  deep  anguish,  on  thy  ruthless  floor, 
And  bathes  it  with  the  torrent  of  his  tears. 

And  can  it  be?  or  is  it  all  a  dream  ? 
A  vapour  of  the  mind  ? — I  scarce  believe 
Myself  awake  or  acting.     Sudden  thus 
Am  I  —so  compass' d  round  with  comforts  late, 
Health, freedom, peace,  torn,  torn  from  all  and  lost! 
A  prisoner  in-—  Impossible  ! — I  sleep! 
*Tis  fancy's  coinage  !  'tis  a  dream's  delusion  ! 

Vain  dream  !  vain  fancy  !  Quickly  1  am  rous'd 
To  all  the  dire  reality's  distress  ; 
I  tremble,  start,  and  feel  myself  awake, 
Dreadfully  awake  to  all  my  woes  ;  and  roll 
From  wave  to  wave  on  Sorrow's  ocean  tost ! 

Oh  for  a  moment's  pause — a  moment's  rest, 
To  calm  my  hurried  spirits  !  to  recal 
Reflection's  staggering  pilot  to  the  helm, 
And  still  the  maddening  whirlwind  in  my  soul  ! 
— It  cannot  be !  The  din  increai-^s  round  : 
Rough  voices  rage^  discordant  ;  dreadful  shrieks! 
lloirse  imprecations  dare  the  thanderer's  ire, 
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And  call  down  swift  damnation  !  thousand  chains 
In  dismal  notes  clink,  mirthful  !  Roaring  bursts 
Of  loud  obstreperous  laughter  and  strange  choirs 
Of  gutterals,  dissonant  and  rueful,  vex 
E'en  the  dull  ear  of  Midnight  I   Neither  rest, 
Nor  peaceful  calm,  nor  silence  of  the  mind. 
Refreshment  sweet,  nor  interval  or  pause 
From  morn  to  eve,  from  eve  to  morn,  is  found 
Amidst  the  surges  of  this  troubled  sea  !* 

So,  from  the  Lenian  Lake  th'  impetuous  Rhone 
His  blue  waves  pushes  rapid,  and  bears  down 
(Furiate  to  meet  Saone's  pellucid  stream, 
With  roar  tremendous  thro*  the  craggy  straits 
Of  Alpine  rocks)  his  freight  of  waters  wild: 
Still  rushing  in  perturbed  eddies  on; 
And  still  from  hour  to  hour,  from  age  to  age, 
In  conflux  vast  and  unremitting,  pours 
His  boisterous  flood  to  old  Lugdunim's  wall ! 

Oh  my  rack'd  brain—— oh  my  distracted  heart ! 
The  tumult  thickens  ;  wild  disorder  grows 
More  painfully  confus'd  !*— And  can  it  be  ? 
Is  this  the  mansion— this  the  house  ordain'd 
For  recollection's  solemn  purpose  !-— this 
The  place  from  whence  full  many  a  flitting  soul 
(The  work  of  deep  repentance     mighty  work, 
S'till^still  to  be  performed)  must  mount  to  God, 
And  give  its  dread  account!  is  this  the  place 
Ordain'd  by  justice,  to  confine  awhile 
The  foe  to  civil  order,  and  return 
Reforra'd  and  moraliz'd  to  social  life ! 

*  It  is  hut  a  just  tribute  to  Mr  Akerman,  the  keeper  of  this  dismal  place, 
to  obsei  ve,  that  -ill  the  evils  here  enumerated  are  the  immediate  conse- 
quences of  promiscuous  confinement,  and  no  way  char  :eahle  to  Mr  A'tf 
account.  It  is  fron:  the  strictest  observation,  i  am  persuaded,  that  n« 
man  could  do  more  i:i  tho  present  circumstances.  His  attention  is  j^reat., 
and  his  kindness  and  humanity  to  th.ise  in  sickness  or  -.Hi  tion  peculiar- 
ly pleasing.  1  can  Lear  testimony  to  marjr  *ig«al  instances,  wjjich  * 
have  remit rk-jil  since  my  sad  confinement. 
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This  den  of  drear  confusion,  wild  uproar, 

Of  mingled  liot  and  unblushing  vice  ! 

This  school  of  infamy  !  from  whence,  improv'd 

In  every  hardy  villany,  returns 

More  harden'd,  more  a  foe  to  God  and  man, 

The  miscreant,  nnrs'd  in  its  infectious  lap  ; 

All  cover'd  with  its  pestilential  spots, 

And  breathing  death  and  poison  wheresoe'er 

He  talks  contagious  !  from  the  lion's  den 

A  lion  more  ferocious  as  coofin'd  ! 

Britons,  while  sailing  in  the  golden  barge 
Of  giddy  dissipation,  on  the  stream, 
Sirooth  silver  stream  of  gorgeous  luxury, 
Boast  gaily — and  for  ages  may  they  boast, 
And  truly  !  for  through  ages  we  may  trust 
'Twill  interpose  between  our  crimes  and  God,, 
And  turn  away  his  just  avenging  scourge — 
"  The  national  Humanity  !J>  Hither  then, 
Ye  sons  of  pity,  and  ye  sons  of  thought ! — 
Whether  by  public  zeal  and  patriot  love, 
Or  by  compassion's  gentle  stirrings  wrought, 
Oh  hither  come,  and  find  sufficient  scope 
For  all  the  patriot's,  all  the  Christian's  search* 
Some  great,  some  salutary  plan  to  frame. 
Turning  confinement's  curses  into  good  ; 
And,  like  the  God  wh    but  rebukes  to  save, 
Extracting  comfort  from  correction's  stroke  ! 

Why  do  we  punish  ?  why  do  penal  laws 
Coercive,  by  tremendous  sanctions  bind 
Offending  mortals — Justice  on  her  throne 
Rigid  on  this  hand  to  example  points  ; 
More  mild  to  reformation  upon  that ; 
•—She  balances,  and  finds  no  ends  but  these. 

Crowd  tben,  along  with  yonder  revel-rout^ 
1    ;'nu)!arv  puifi$hment.  and  r 
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The  language  of  the  multitude,  obscene, 
Wild,  blasphemous,  and  cruel !  Tent  their  looks 
Of  madding,  drunken,  thoughtless,  ruthless  gaze, 
Or  giddy  curiosity  and  vain  ! 
Their  deeds  still  more  emphatic,  note  ;  and  see 
By  the  sad  spectacle  unimpress'd,  they  dare 
Even  in  the  eye  of  death,  what  to  their  doom 
Brought  their  expiring  fellows  !  Learn  we  hence, 
How  to  example's  salutary  end 
Our  justice  safely  ministers !   But  one — 
Should  there  be  one— thrice  hapless — of  a  mind 
By  guilt  unharden'd,  and  above  the  throng 
Of  desperate  miscreants,  thro'  repeated  crimes 
In  stupor  lull'd,  and  lost  to  every  sense  ; — 
Ah  me,  the  sad  reverse  !— should  there  be  one 
Of  generous  feelings  ;  whom  remorseless  fate, 
Pallid  necessity,  or  chill  distress, 
The  family's  urgent  call,  or  just  demand 
Of  honest  creditor— (solicitudes 
To  reckless,  pampcr'd  worldlings  all  unknown) 
Should  there  be  one,  whosetrembling,  frighted  hand 
Causes  like  these  in  temporary  guilt, 
Abhorrent  to  his  inmost  soul,  have  plung'd, 
And  made  obnoxious  to  the  rigid  law  ! 
Sentenc'd  to  pay — and,  wearied  with  its  weight, 
Weli.pleas'd  to  pay  with  life  that  laws  demand, 
Awfui  dispensers  of  strict  justice,  say, 
Would  ye  have  more  than  life  ?  or,  in  an  age, 
A  country,  where  humanity  reverts 
At  torture's  bare  idea,  would  you  tear 
Worse  than  on  racking  wheels  a  soul  like  this, 
And  make  of  the  stupid  crowd  a  ga/c 
For  lingering  hours: — drag  him  along  to  death 
An  useless  spectacle;  and  more  than  ilay 
Your  livin*  victim  ?— -Death  i3  vour  demand  » 
E 
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Death  your  law's  sentence  :  then  this  life  is  your,;;. 
Take  the  juut  forfeit  ;  you  can  claim  no  more ! 

Foe  to  my  infidelity — and  griev'd 
That  he  avows  not  from  the  Christian  source, 
The  first  great  Christian  duty,  which  so  well, 
So  forcibly  he  paints  ! — Yet  let  me  greet 
With  heart-felt  grattilations  thy  warm  zeal? 
Successful  in  that  sacred  duty's  cause, 
The  cause  of  our  humanity,  V^oltaire  ! 
Torture's  vile  agents  trembling  at  thy  pen  : 
Intolerance  and  Persecution  gnash 
Their,  teeth,  despairing  at  the  lucid  rays 
Of  truth  all  prevalent,  beaming  from  thy  page. 
The  rack,  the  wheel,  the  dungeon,  and  the  flame, 
In  happier  Europe  useless  and  unknown, 
Shall  soon — oh  speed  thehour,  Compassion's  God, 
Be  seen  no  more;  or  seen  as  prodigies, 
Scarce  credited,  of  Gothic  barbarous  times. 

Ah,  gallant  France,  for  milder  manners  fam'd, 
How  wrung  it  my  sad  soul,  to  view  expos'd 
.On  instruments  of  torture — mangled  limbs 
And  bleeding  carcasses,  beside  thy  roads, 
Th)  beaute  -us  woods  and  avenues!  Fam'd  works. 
And  worthy  well  the  grandeur  of  old  Rome  ! 

We  too,  who  boast  of  gentler  laws,  reform'd 
And  civilizM  by  liberty's  kind  hand  : 
Of  mercy  boast,  and  mildest  punishments  : 
Yet  punishments  of  torture  exquisite 
And  idle  ;  painful  ruinous  parade  ! 
We,  too,  with  Europe  hnmaniz'd,  shall  drop 
The  barbarous  severity  of  death, 
Example's  bane,  not  profit ;  shall  abridge 
The  savage  base  ovarion  ;  shall  assign 
The  w fetch,  whos-e  life  is  forfeit  to  the  laws. 
With  all  the  silent  dignity  of  woe, 
}\  ith  all  the  mourn fuj  majesty  of  death. 
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Retir'd  and  solemn,  to  his  awfol  fate ! 
Shall  to  the  dreadful  moment,  moment  still 
To  souls  best  fitted,  give  distinction  due ; 
Teach  the  well-order'd  sufferer  to  depart 
With  each  impression  serious  ;  nor  insult, 
With  clamorous  crowds  and  exultations  base, 
A  soul,  a  fellow  soul,  which  stands  prepar'd 
On  time's  dread  verge;  to  take  its  wondrous  flight 
To  realms  of  immortality  !  Yes,  the  day 
— I  joy  in  the  idea — will  arrive, 
When  Britons  philanthropic  shall  reject 
The  cruel  custom,  to  the  sufferer  cruel,        4 
Useless  and  baneful  to  the  gaping  crowd  ! 
The  day  will  come,  when  life,  the  dearest  price 
Man  can  pay  down,  sufficient  forfeit  deem'd 
For  guilty  man's  transgression  of  the  law, 
Shall  be  paid  down,  as  meet  for  such  a  price 
Respectful,  sad ;  with  reverence  to  a  soul's 
Departure  hence  ;  with  reverence  to  the  soul's 
And  body's  separation,  much-lov'd  friends ! 
Without  a  torture  to  augment  its  loss, 
"Without  an  insult  to  molest  its  calm  ; 
To  the  demanded  debt  no  fell  account 
Of  curious,  hissing  ignominy  annex'd: 
Anguish,  beyond  the  bitterest  torture  keen  ; 
Uuparallel'd  in  realms  where  bigotrj 
Gives  to  the  furious  sons  of  Dominic 
Htr  sable  flag,  and  marks  their  way  with  blood; 

Hail,  milder  sons  of  Athens  !  civiliz'd 
By  arts  ingenious,  by  the  'suasive  power 
Of  humanizing  science  !  well  ye  thought, 
Like  you  may  Britons  think,  that  'twas  enough, 
The  sentence  pass'd,  a  Socrates  should  die! 
The  sage,  obedient  to  the  law's,  decree^  t 

Took  from  the  weeping  executioner 
£  ^ 
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Thedraught,  resigned  :aniidsthissorrowingfricnd.^ 
Full  of  immortal  hopes,  convers'd  sublime; 
And,  half  in  Heaven — compos'd  himself,  and  died! 

Oh  envy'd  fate  !  oh  happiness  supreme  ! 
So  let  rae  die  ;  so,  'midst  my  weeping  friends, 
Resign  my  life  !  I  ask  not  the  delay 
Ev'n  of  a  moment.  ^Law,  thou'dst  have  thy  due  ! 
Nor  thou,  nor  justice,  can  have  more  to  claim. 

But  equal  laws,  on  truth  and  reason  built. 
Look  to  humanity  with  lenient  eye, 
And  temper  rigid  justice  with  the  claims 
Of  heaven. descended  mercy  !  to  condemn 
Sorrowing  and  slow  ;  while  studious  to  correct^ 
Like  man's  all-gracious  parent^with  the  view 
Benign  and  laudable,  of  moral  good, 
And  reformation  perfect.     Hither  then, 
Ye  sons  of  sympathy,  of  wisdom  ;  friends 
To  order,  to  compassion,  to  the  state, 
And  to  your  fellow  being ;  hither  come, 
To  this  wild  realm  of  uproar  !  hither  haste, 
And  see  the  reformation,  see  the  good 
Wrought  by  confinement  in  a  den  like  this ! 

View,  with  unblushing  front,  undaunted  heart., 
The  callous  harlot  in  the  open  day 
Administer  her  poisons  'midst  a  rout 
Scarcely  less  bold  or  poison'd  than  herself! 
View,  and  with  eyes  that  will  not  hold  the  tear 
In  gentle  pity  gushing  for  such  griefs — 
View,  the  young  wretch,  as  yet  unilerlg'd  in  vice, 
Just  shackled  here,  and  by  the  veteran  throng, 
In  every  infamy  and  every  crime 
Grey  and  insulting,  quickly  taught  to  dare, 
Hardened  like  them  in  guilt's  opprobrious  school ; 
Each  bashful  sentiment,  incipient  grace, 
Each  yet  remorseful  thought  of  right  and  wrong 
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Murder'd  and  buried  in  his  darken'd  heart! — 
Hear  how  these  veterans  clank — ev'n  jovial  clank 
— Such  is  obduracy  and  vice— their  chains  !* 
Hear,  how  with  curses  hoarse  and  vauntings  bold, 
Each  spirits  up,  encourages  and  dares 
His  desperate  fellow  to  more  desperate  proofs 
Of  future  hardy  enterprise  :  to  plans 
Of  death  and  ruin  !  Not  exulting  more 
Heroes  or  chiefs  for  noble  acts  renown'd, 
Holding  high  converse,  mutually  relate 
Gallant  achievements  worthy,  than  the  sons 
Of  plunder  and  of  rapine  here  recount 
On  peaceful  life  their  devastations  wild, 
Their  dangers,  hair. breadth   'scapes,   atrocious 

feats, 

Confederate,  and  confederating  still 
In  schemes  of  deathful  horror!  Who,  surprised, 
Can  such  effects  contemplate,  upon  minds 
Estrang'd  to  good  ;  fermenting  on  the  lees 
Of  pregnant  ill ;  associate  and  combin'd 
In  intercourse  infernal,  restless,  dire; 
And  goading  constant  each  to  other's  thoughts 
To  deeds  of  desperation  from  the  tale 
Of  vaunting  infamy  oft  told  :  sad  fruit 
Of  the  mind's  vacancy  !  and  to  that  mind 
Employment  none  is  offered  :  not  an  hour 
To  secret  recollection  is  assign'd  ; 
No  seasonable  sound  instruction  brought, 
Food  for  their  thoughts,  self-gnawing.     Not  the 

day 

*  This  circumstance  is  slight]  j  mentioned  before,  and  alludrs  to  a  fact 
equally  singular  and  disgustful.  The  rattling  of  their  fetters  is  fre- 
quently, and  in  a  wanton  manner,  practised  amongst  gome  jf  the  worst 
offenders ;  as  if  an  amusement,  or  to  shew  their  insensiluiity  to  shame. 
How  shockuj:  to  see  human  nature  thus  in  ruins  !  Here  it  is  emphatical- 
h- -o,  wnnethao  la  Bedlam,  as  mai}in.-v  with  reason  is  more  drtaoful 
tli  .11  without  it. 

E  3 
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To  rest  and  duty  dedicate,  finds  here 
Or  rest  or  duty  ;  revel'd  off,  unmark'd  ; 
Or  like  the  others  umlistinguish'd,  save 
By  riot's  roar,  and  self-consuming  sloth  ! 
For  useful  occupation  none  is  found, 
Benevolent  to  employ  their  listless  hands. 
With  indolence  fatigued  !  Thus  every  day 
Anew  they  gather  Guilt's  corrosive  rust ; 
Each  wretched  day  accumulates  fresh  ills  ; 
And  horribly  advanced,  ilagitious  grown 
From  faulty,  they  go  forth,  tenfold  of  Hell, 
More  the  devoted  children  :  to  the  state 
Tenfold  more  dangerous  and  envenom'd  foes 
Than  first  they  enter*  d  this  improving  school  ! 
So,  cag'd  and  scanty  fed,  or  taught  to  rage 
By  taunting  insults,  more  ferocious  burst 
On  man  the  tiger  or  hyaena  race 
From  fell  confinement,  and  with  hunger  urgM, 
Gnash  their  dire  fangs,  and  drench  themselves  hi 

blood. 

But  should  the  felon  fierce,  th'  abandon'd  train, 
Whose  inroads  on  the  human  peace  forbid, 
Almost  forbrd  Compassion's  mild  regard  ; 
(Yet  ah  !  what  man  with  fellow. man  can  fall 
So  low  as  not  to  claim  soft  Pity's  care !) 
Should  these  ought  justify  the  rigid  voice, 
Which  to  severe  confinement's  durance  dooms 
Infallible  the  body  and  the  soul 
To  bitterest,  surest  ruin,  shall  we  not 
With  generous  indignation  execrate 
The  cruel  indiscrimitiating  law, 
Which  turns  misfortune  into  guilt  and  curse, 
And  with  the  felon  harden'd  in  his  crimes 
Ranks  thepoor  hapless  debtor !  —  Debt's  notguilt; 
Alas^  the  worthiest  may  incur  the  s 
•Of  worldly  infelicity  J  What  man. 
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How  high  soe'er  he  builds  his  earthly  nest, 
Can  claim  security  from  fortune's  change, 
Or  boast  him  of  to-morrow  !  Of  the  east 
Greatest  and  chief,  lo!  humbled  in  the  dust, 
Sits  Job,  the  sport  of  misery!  Wealthiest  late 
Of  ail  blest  Araby's  most  wealthy  sons, 
He  wants  a  potsherd  now  to  scrape  his  wounds  ; 
He  wants  a  bed  to  shroud  his  tortur'd  limbs, 
And  only  finds  a  dunghill !  Creditor, 
"Would'st  thou  add  sorrow  to  this  sorrowing  man  ? 
Tear  him  from  ev'n  his  dunghill,  and  confine 
'Midst  recreant  felons  in  a  British  jail  I— 
Oh  British  inhumanity !  Ye  climes, 
Ye  foreign  climes — Be  not  the  truth  proclaim'd 
Within  your  streets,  nor  be  it  heard  or  told; 
Lest  ye  retort  the  cruelty  we  urge, 
And  scorn  the  boasted  mildness  of  our  laws ! 

blest  be  the  hour — amidst  my  depth  of  woe, 
Amidst  this  perturbation  of  my  soul, 
God  of  my  life,  I  can,  I  will  exult ! — 
Blest  be  the  hour,  that  to  my  humble  thought 
Thy  spirit,  sacred  source  of  every  good, 
Brought  the  sublime  idea,  to  expand 
By  charity,  the  angels  grace  divine, 
The  rude,  relentless,  iron  prison. gates, 
And  give  the  pining  debtor  to  the  world, 
His  weeping  family  and  humble  home  ! 
Blest  be  the  hour,  when,  heedful  to  my  voice, 
Bearing  the  prisoners'  sad  sighs  to  their  ears. 
Thousands,  with  soft  commiseration  touch'd, 
Delighted  to  go  forth,  and  visit  glad 
Those  prisoners  in  their  woe,  and  set  (hem  free! 

God  of  the  merciful  1  thou  hast  announced 
On  mercy,  thy  first,  deartst  attribute, 
Chosen  beatitude.     Oh  pour  the  dew,  •     „ 

The  fostering  dew  o.f  mercy  on  their  eirt-\ 
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Their  rich  donations  grateful !  May  the  prayers 
Of  those  enfranchised  by  their  bounteous  zeal 
Arise  propitious  for  them  !  and,  when  hers'd 
In  death's  cold  arms  this  hapless  frame  shall  lie, 
— The  generous  tear,  perchance,  not  quite  with- 
held ;— 

When  friendly  memory  to  reflection  brings 
My  humble  efforts  and  my  mournful  fate, 
On  stable  basis  founded,  may  the  work 
Diffuse  its  good  through  ages  !  nor  withhold 
Its  rescuing  influence,  till  the  hour  arrives 
When  wants,  and  debts,  and  sickness,  are  no  more, 
^And  universal  freedom  blesseth  all ! 

But,  till  that  hour,  on  Reformation's  plan, 
Ye  generous  sons  of  Sympathy,  intent, 
Boldly  stand  forth.   The  cause  may  well  demand. 
And  justify  full  well  your  noblest  zeal. 
Religion,  policy,  your  country's  good, 
And  Christian  pity  for  the  souls  of  men, 
To  prisons  call  you ;  call  to  cleanse  away 
The  filth  of  these  foul  dens  ;  to  purge  from  guilt, 
And  turn  them  to  Morality's  fair  school. 

Nor  deem  impossible  the  great  attempt, 
Augaean  tho'  it  seem  :  yet  not  beyond 
The  strength  of  those,  that,  like  Alcides,  aim 
High  to  be  rank'd  amidst  the  godlike  few, 
Who  shine  eternal  on  Fame's  amplest  roll  : 
Honoured  with  titles,  far  beyond  the  first 
Which  proudest  monarch*  of  the  globe  can.give  ; 
c;  Saviours  and  benefactors  of  mankind!" 

Hail,  generous  Hanway  !  To  thy  noble  plan, 
Sage  sympathetic,*  let  the  muse  subscribe, 
Rejoicing!  In  the  kind  pursuit,  good  luck 
She  fisheth  thee,  and  honour.     Could  her  strain 

<**    *»  See  y.r  Hanwaj's  pampbkf,  entitled,  "  SGlHudc  ui  Imprisonment.'1 
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i!mbellish  aught,  or  aught  assist  thy  toils 
Benevolent,  'twould  cheer  her  lonely  hours. 
And  make  the  dungeon  smile.   But  toils  like  thine 
Need  no  embellishment ;  need  not  the  aid 
Of  muse  or  feeble  Terse.     Reason  approved 
And  Charity  sustained,  firm  will  they  stand, 
Under  his  sanction,  who  on  Mercy's  works 
E'er  looks  complacent ;  and  his  sons  on  earth, 
His  chosen  sons,  with  angeUzeal  inspires 
To  plan  and  to  support.    And  thine  well-plann'd5 
Shall  be  supported.     Pity  for  thy  brow, 
With  policy  the  sage,  shall  shortly  twine 
The  garland,  worthier  far  than  that  of  oak, 
So  fam'd  in  ancient  Rome — the  meed  of  him 
Who  sar'd  a  single  citizen.     More  bless'd 
Religion  mild,  r  ith  gentle  mercy  join'd 
Shall  hail  thee— for  the  citizens,  the  souls 
Innumerous  restored  to  God,  the  state, 
Themselves,  and  social  life,  by  Solitude^ 
Devotion's  parent,  Recollection's  nurse, 
Source  of  repentance  true  ;  of  the  mind's  wounds 
The  deepest  prober,  but  the  safest  cure  !* 
Hail,  sacred  Solitude  !  these  are  thy  works, 
True  source  of  good  supreme  !  Thy  blest  effects 
Already  on  my  mind's  delighted  eye 
Open  beneficent.     E'en  now  I  view 
The  revel  rout  dispers'd  ;  each  to  his  Cell 
Admitted,  silent !  The  obstreperous  cries 
Worse  than  infernal  yells  !  the  clank  of  chains- 
Opprobrious  chains,  to  man  severe  disgrace, 
Ilush'd  in  calm  order,  vex  the  ears  no  more! 
While,in  their  stead,Reflection's  deep-draw  n.4ghs, 
And  prayers  of  humble  penitence  are  heard, 
To  heaven  well-pleasing,  in  soft  whispers  round  I 

*  Vide  Taylor's  Holj  Livinff  and  Dyinff,  part  ii.  p.  42. 
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No  more,  'midst  canton  idleness  the  hours 
Drag  wearisome  and  slow  :  kind  industry 
Gives  wings  and  weight  to  every  moment's  speed; 
Kach  minute  marking  with  a  golden  thread 
Of  moral  profit.     llarden'd  vice  no  more 
Communicates  its  poison  to  the  souls 
Of  young  associates,  nor  diffuses  vvide 
A  pestilential  taint.     Still  thought  pervades 
The  inmost  heart :  Instruction  aids  the  thought ; 
And  blest  Religion  with  life-giving  ray 
Shines  on  the  mind  sequester'd  in  its  gloom  : 
Disclosing  glad  the  golden  gates,  through  which 
Repentance,  led  by  Faith,  may  tread  the  courts 
Of  Peace  and  Reformation  !  Cheer'd  and  chang'd, 
— His  happy  days  of  quarantine  perform'd — 
Lo>  from  his  solitude  the  captive  *Smes 
New-bOrn,  and  opes  once  more  his  grateful  eyes 
On  day,  on  life,  on  man,  a  fellow-man 

Hail  sacred  Solitude  !  from  thee  alone 
Flow  these  high  blessings.  Nor  be'tdeem'd  severe, 
Such  sequestration  ;  destin'd  to  retrieve 
The  mental  lapse ;   and  to  its  powers  restore 
The  Heaven-born  soul,  incru.sted  with  foul  guilt ; 
'Tis  tenderest  mercy,  'tis  Humanity 
Yearning  with  kindliest  softness  :  while  her  arm 
From  ruin  plucks,  effectuates  the  release, 
And  gives  a  ransom'd  man  to  earth — to  Heaven 

To  the  sick  patient,  struggling  in  the  jaws 
Of  obstinate  disease,  e'er  knew  we  yet 
Grateful  and  pleasing  from  physician's  hand 
The  rough,  but  salutary  drought? — For  that 
Do  we  withhold  the  draught?  and,  falsely  kind, 
Hang  sighing  o'er  our  friend- — allow'd  to  toss 
On  the  hot  fever's  bed,  rave  on  and  die, 
UnmeMicin'd,  unrelicv'd  ?  But  sages,  say, 
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Where  is  the  medicine?  Who  will  prescribe  acure, 
Or  adequate  to  this  corroding  ill, 
Or  in  its  operation  milder  found  ? 

See  on  old  Thames's  waves  indignant  ride, 
In  sullen  terror,  yonder  sable  bark. 
By  state  physicians  lately  launched,  and  hight 
Justitia!*  dove-eyed  I'ity,  if  thou  canst, 
That  bark  ascend  with  me,  and  let  us  learn 
How,  temper'd  with  her  sister  Mercy,  there 
Reigns  Justice  ;  and  effective  to  the  ill 
Inveterate  grown,  her  lenient  aid  supplies. 

And  rolls  this  bark  on  Thames's  generous  flood— ~ 
Flood  that  wafts  freedom,  wafts  the  high-born  sons 
Of  gallant  liberty  to  every  land  ? 
See  the  chain'd  Britons,  fetter'd  man  by  man  ! 
See  in  the  stifi'J  hold— excluded  whence 
Man's  common  blessing,  air  ne'er  freely  breathes — • 
They  mingle,  crowded  !  To  our  pamper'd  steeds 
Inferior  how  in  lodging!  Tainted  food 
And  poison'd   fumes  their   life-springs  stagnant 

rank, 

They  reel  aloft  for  breath  :  their  tottering  limbs 
-Bend  weak  beneath  the  burden  of  a  frame 
Corrupted,  burning;   with  blue  feverous  spots 
Contagious  ;  and  unequal  to  the  toil, 
Urg'd  by  tax-masters,  vehement,  severe. 
On  the  chill  sand-bank  ! — bv  despair  and  pain 
Worn  down  and  wearied,  some  their  being  oi:\sc 
And  die,  devoted  to  Destruction's  rage 
Society's  whole  race  delested  !  Some, 
More  mild,  gasp  out  in  agonies  of  soul 
Their  loth'd  existence  ;  which  nor  physic's  aid, 

*  The  Author  seems  chiefly  to  have  formed  his  idea  of  the  mode  of 
treating  convicrs  on  the  Tnames  fmm  a  late  pamphlet  published  by  lj; 
Smith :  but  we  are  informed  that  the  evils  here  complained  of  Li . 

r,  \;i  a  £;    .  .  aiid  vrc  trust  will  sooa  whglJr  renrov •.•<!. 
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Nor  sweet  Religion's  interposing  smile, 

Sooths  with  one  ray  of  comfort !  Gracious  Got! ! 

And  this  is  mercy  ! — Thus,  from  sentenc'd  death 

Britons  in  pity  respite,  to  restore1 

And  moralize  mankind  !  Correction  tbis5 

Just  Heaven,  design'd  for  reformation's  end  I 

Ye  slaves,  that,  bred  in  tyranny's  domains, 

Toil  at  the  galleys,  how  supremely  blest, 

How  exquisite  your  lot  (so  much  deplor'd 

By  haughty  sons  of  freedom)  to  the  fate 

Experjenc'cl  hourly  by  her  free-born  sons, 

Jn  our  Britannia's  vaunted  residence  ;* 

Sole  chosen  residence  of  faith  refin'd, 

And  genuine  liberty  !   Ye  senators, 

Ye  venerable  sages  of  the  law, 

In  just  resentment  for  your  country's  fame? 

Wipe  off  this  contradictory  reproacli 

To  manners,  and  to  policy  like  yours ! 

Correct,  but  to  amend:  'Tis  God's  own  plan, 

Correct,  but  to  reform  ;  then  give  to  men 

The  means  of  reformation  !  Then,  restored 

To  recollection.,  to  himself,  to  God, 

The  criminal  will  bless  your  saving  hand  ; 

And  brought  to  reason,  to  religion  brought, 

Will  own  that  solitude,  as  solely  apt 

For  work  so  solemn,  has  that  work  achiev'd, 

Miraculous,  and  perfect  of  his  cure. 

Ah  me  !  to  sentiments  like  these  estrang'd, 
Estrang'd  as  ignorant,  and  never  pent 
'Till  this  sad  chance  within  a  prison's  wall, 
With  what  deep  force,  experienc'd,  can  I  urge 

*  There  is  a  thought  in  Lucan  to  the  same  purpose  elega^tlv  ex- 
juvssed: 

"  Felices  Arabes,  Medique,  Eonque  Tellus, 
Quam  sul)  pcrpetiiis  teuuerunt  fa:a  tyrannLs. 
0      Ex  populis,  qui  regna  feruut,  Sors  ultima  nostra  oot 
9«»«  servire  pudet."  rUnal.  Ub.  7- 
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The  truths  momentous !  How  their  power  I  feel 
In  this  my  solitude,  in  this  lone  hour, 
This  melancholy  midnight  hour  of  thought, 
Encircled  with  the  unhappy  !  firmly  clos'd 
Each  barricaded  door,  and  left,  just  God, 
Oh  blessing—left  to  pensiveness  and  Thee ! 
To  me  how  high  a  blessing,  nor  contains 
Seclusion  aught  of  punishment;  to  mix 
With  wretches  here  were  punishment  indeed! 
How  dread  a  punishment ! — In  life's  best  days, 
Of  all  most  chosen,  valu'd,  and  belov'd, 
Was  soft  retirement's  season.    From  youth's  dawn 
To  solitude  inur'd  "  ne'er  less  alone 
Than  when  alone,"  with  him  so  truly  fam'd 
In  wisdom's  school,  my  heart  could  eyer  beat 
Glad  unison.     To  Meditation's  charms, 
Pleas'd  votary,  how  have  passed  my  sweetest  hours 
In  her  secrete  and  calm  society ! 
Still  Meditation,  Solitude's  fair  child, 
Man's  dearest  friend — Oh  happy  be  the  time 
That  introduc'd  me  to  thy  hallow'd  train  ; 
That  taught  me  thro*  thy  genial  lessons  sage 
My  best,  my  truest  dignity  to  place 
In  thought,  reflection  deep,  and  studious  search, 
Divinest  recreations  of  the  mind! 
Qh,  happy  be  the  day  which  gave  that  mind 
Learning's  first  tincture — blest  thy  fostering  care 
Thou  most  belov'd  of  parents,  worthiest  sire! 
Which,  taste-inspiring,  made  liie  letter'd  page 
My  favourite  companion  :  most  esteem'd, 
And  most  improving!   Almost  from  the  day 
Of  earliest  childhood  to  the  present  hour 
Of  gloomy,  black  misfortune,  books,  dear  books, 
Have  been, and  are  my  comforts.  Mo 
Adversity,  prosperity,  at  home, 
~ 
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Abroad,  health,  sickness — good  or  ill  report, 
The  same  firm  friends;  the  same  refreshment  rich, 
And  source  of  consolation  !   Nay,  e'en  here 
Their  magic  power  they  loso  not :  still  the  same, 
Of  matchless  influence  in  this  prison  house, 
Uuutterably  horrid  ;  in  an  hour 
Of  woe,  beyond  all  Fancy's  fictions  drear. 

Drear  hour! — What  is  it? — Lost  in  poignant 

thought, 

Lost  in  the  retrospection  manifold 
Of  thee,  lov'd  study— ^-and  of  thee  my  sire. 
Who,  to  the  fountain  fair  of  Science  led 
3VJy  infant  feet — 1  lose  all  count  of  time, 
I  lose  myself.     LisH — 'tis  dread  midnight's  hour 
When  waking  Fancy  with  invention  wild 
(By  ages  hallo w'd)  hath  to  spirits  assigned 
—Spirits  of  dear  departed  friends- — to  walk 
The  stfent  gloom,  and  bring  us  from  the  dead 
Tales  harrowing  up  the  soul  aghast! — And,  hark! 
Solemn  and  slow  the  iron  tongue  of  night 
Resounds  alarming!   My  o'er-harass'd  soul, 
Confus'4*  is  lost  in  sorrows  :   down  mine  eyes 
Stream  the  full  tears,  distress  is  all  alive, 
And  quick  Imagination's  pul*e  beats  high. 

"  Dear  father,  is  it  thou  ?"  Methought  his  ghost 
Glided  in  silence  by  me!   ?vot  a  word---—- 
While  mournfully  he  shakes  his  dear  pale  face  I 

0  stay,  thou  much  lov'd  parent!  stay,  and  give 
One  word  of  consolation  ;  if  allow'd 

To  son.  like  \\hom  no  son  hath  ever  lov'd, 
None  ever  sulier'd!  See,  it  comes  again; 
August  it  flits  across  th"1  Rstoatsh'd  room ' 

1  know  thee  well,  ihy  beauteous  image  know  : 
Dear  spirit  stay,  and  take  me  to  the  world 
Where  thou  art,  And  where  thou  art,  oh  my  father, 
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I  must,  I  must  be  happy.      Every  day 

Thou  know'st,  remembrance  hath  embalm'd  thy 

lore, 

And  vvish'd  thy  presence*     Melancholy  thought 
At  last  to  meet  thee  in  a  place  like  this! 
Oh  stay  and  waft  me  instant — But,  'tis  gone, 
The  dear  delusion  !  He  nor  hears  my  words, 
My  filial  anxiety,  nor  regards 
My  pleading  tears.     Twas  but  a  coinage  vain 
Of  the  distemper'd  fane)  !  Gone,  'tis  gone, 
And  here  I'm  left  a  trembling  wretch  to  weep 
Unheard,  unpitied  left,  to  weep  alone  ! 

Nor  thou,  Maria,  with  me !  O,  my  wife, 
And  is  this  bitter  with  the  bitterest  mix'd, 
That  I  must  lose  thy  heavenly  company, 
And  consolation  soothing  !  Yet,  'tis  best : 
Thy  tenderness,  thy  presence,  doth  but  wound 
And  stab  to  the  keenest  quick  my  bursting  heart ! 
u  I  have  undone  thee!"  Can  I  then  sustain 
Thy  killing  aspect,  and  that  tender  tear 
Which  secret  steals  a-do\vn  thy  lovely  face, 
Dissembling   smiles  to    cheer  me cheer  me, 

Heavens ! 

Look  on  the  mighty  ruin  I  have  pluck 'd, 
Pluck'd  instant,  unsuspected,  in  the  hour 
Of  peace  and  dear  security,  on  her  head  ! 
And  where— O  where  can  cheerfulness  be  found? 
Aline  must  be  mourning  ever.     Oh  my  wite, 
"  i  have  undone  thee !'' — AY  hat  th*  infuriate  hand 
Of  foes  vindictive  could  not  have  achiev'd, 
In  mercy  wotildnot,  lhave  wrought!  Thy  husband! 
Thy  husband,  lov'd  with  such  unshaken  truth, 
Thy  husband,  lov'd  with  such  a  steady  flame, 
From  youth's  first  hour!  Kv'n  he  hath  on  thee. 

pluck'd, 

F2  • 
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On  thec,  his  soul's  companion,  life's  best  friend. 
Such  desolation,  as  to  view  would  draw 
From  the  wild  savage  Pity's  deepest  groan  ! 

Yes,  yes,  thou  coward  mimic,  pamper'd  Vice, 
High  praise  be  sure  is  thine.     Thou  hast  obtain'd 
A  worthy  triumph!*  Thou  hast  pierc'd  to  the 

quick 

A  weak,  an  amiable  female  heart, 
A  conjugal  heart  most  faithful,  most  attached : 
Yet  can  I  pardon  thee ;  for,  poor  buffoon, 
Thy  vices  must  be  fed  :  and  thou  must  live, 
Luxurious  live,  a  foe  to  God  and  man  ; 
Commission'd  live,  thy  poison  to  diffuse, 
And  taint  the  public  virtue  with  thy  crimes. 
Yes,  I  can  pardon  thee — low  as  thou  art, 
And  far  too  mean  an  object  ev'n  of  scorn; 
For  thou  her  merits  knew'st  not.     Hadst  thou 

known, 

Thou— callous  as  thou  art  to  every  sense 
Of  human  feeling,  every  nobler  touch 
Of  generous  sensibility — even  thou 
Couldst  not  have  wanton  pierc'd  her  gentle  breast ; 
But  at  a  distance  awful  would  have  stood, 
And,  like  thy  prototype  of  oldest  time, 
View'd  her  just  virtues  pass  in  triumph  by, 

And  own'd,  howe'er  reluctant 

March  30,  1777. 

END  OF  THE  THIRD  WEEK. 


*  Alluding  to  the  character  of  Mrs  Simony*  introduced  by  Mr  Foote 
in  his  plsy  of  The  Cozfeiiers. 
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WEEK  THE  FOURTH. 

Th<  Trial. 

DUEAD'ST  thou  an  earthly  bar?  Thou  who  so  oft 
In  contemplation  serious  hast  employ 'd 
Thy  dearest  meditations  on  a  bar 
Tremendously  decisive  I  who  so  oft 
That  bar's  important  terrors  hast  displayed 
To  crowds  attentive  ;  with  the  solemn  theme 
Rapt  in  thought  profound— And  beats  thy  heart 
With  throbs  tumultuous — fail  thy  trembling  knees, 
Now  that  in  judgment  thou  must  stand  before 
Weak  mortals,  like  thyself,  and  soon  like  thee, 
Shivering  with  guilt  and  apprehensions  dire, 
To  answer  in  dread  judgment  'fore  their  God  L 
What  gives  that  judgment  terror  ?  Guilt,  pale 

guilt ; 

Conscience  accusing  stern  ;  the  fiery  law, 
The  terrible  hand-writing  on  the  wall  J 
But  vanish  these— that  mighty  day's. man  found 
Who.  smiling  on  confession's  genuine  tear, 
The  meek  repenting  aspect,  and  the  hand 
With  ready,  perfect  retribution  fraught, 
Urges  complete  his  ransom,  and  sets  free 
Th'  immortal  prisoner. — But,  ah  me!  on  earth 
Such  golden  mercy  reigns  not :   here  is  found 
No  potent  days-man  :  here  no  ransom  full, 
No  clement  mediator.     Here  stern  law, 
With  visage  all. unbending,  eyes  alone 
The  rigorous  act.     Confession  here  is  guilt, 
And  restitution  perfect,  perfect  loss! 
All  ni'.1  the  while,  here  men  the  judges  are  • 
F3 
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And  there,    th'  Omniscient  mercy's    source  and 

stream ! 

Triumphant  consolation  !  Firm  in  faith, 
And  justify'd  by  him  whose  precious  blood 
For  man  flow'd  liberal,  the  soul  secure 
Of  future  acceptation  at  that  bar 
Of  trial  most  momentous,  soars  above 
The  world's  severest  trials,*  and  can  view 
Serene  the  horrors  of  an  earthly  bar, 
Tho'  far  than  death  more  horrid.   Yes,  kind  death, 
How  preferable  far  thy  sight  to  me 
Oh  that,  without  this  tedious,  dread  detail 
Of  awful  circumstance — this  long,  sad  pomp 
Of  ministering  wretchedness,  thy  friendly  shaft 
Had  instant  reach'd,  and  pierc'd  my  tortur'd  heart; 
How  had  I  blest  the  stroke,  and  been  at  peace  ! 
But  through  a  dreary  avenue  of  woe, 

*  *  The  verses  subjoined  were  written  by  the  King  of  Prussia,  after  a 
defeat,  when  one  of  his  general  officers  had  proposed  to  set  him  the  ex- 
ample of  self  destruction : 

Dans  ces  jours,  pleins  d'alarmec, 
La  Constance  et  lafermete 
Sont  les  boucliers  et  les  armes 
Que  j'  oppose  a  1'  adversite  i 
Qua  le  Destin  me  persecute, 
Qu'il  prepare  ou  hale  ma  chute, 

Le  danger  ne  pent  m'embranler  5 
Quand  le  vulgaire  est  plein  de  crainte, 
Que  1'esperance  semple,  eleinle, 

L'homme  sort  doit  signaler. 

A  triehd  having  given  Dr  Dodd  in  prison  a  copy  of  these  lines,  he  was 
much  pleased  with  them,  and  immediately  paraphrased  them  as  follow-!: 
In  these  sad  moments  of  severe  distress, 
When  dangers  threaten,  and  when  sorrows  press, 
For  my  defence  behold  what  arms  are  given- 
Firmness  of  soul,  and  confidence  in  Heaven  ! 
With  these,  tho'  Fortune  hunt  me  thro'  the  land, 
Tho'  instant  utter  ruin  seems  at  hand, 
Compos'd  awl  seif-collectcd  I  remain, 
Nor  start  at  perils,  nor  of  ills  complain. 
To  mean  despair,  the  low,  the  servile  fly. 
t     "When  Hope's  bright  star  seems  darken'd  in  their  sky: 
Tnen  shines" the  Christian,  and  deliphts  to  prove 
u".-!  •'i-cfl.  a;.d  -.mc&ang'd  his  love ! 
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A  lengthen'd  vault  of  black  distress  and  shame, 
With  mournful  melancholy  sable  hang, 
Must  I  be  led* — or  ere  I  can  receive 
Thine  icy  comforts  to  my  chill'd  life's  blood  ! 

Welcome,  thrice  welcome  were  they;  but  the  call 
Of  Heaven's  dread  arbiter  we  wait :  His  will 
Is  rectitude  consummate.     'Tis  the  will 
Parental  of  high  wisdom  and  pure  love. 
Then  te  that  will,  submissive  bend  my  soul, 
And,  while  meek  resignation  to  the  rod 
Corrective  of  his  justice  and  his  love 
Obedient  bows — Oh  for  impartial  search! 
Oh  for  a  trial  strict,  to  trace  the  cause, 
The  fatal  cause  whence  sprung  the  ill  deplor'd  I 
And  why— sad  spectacle  of  woe — we  stand 
Thus,  sin  and  sorrow  sunk,  at  this  dread  bar  ! 

Return,  blest  hours— ye  peaceful  days,  retuna! 
When,  thro'  each  office  of  celestial  love, 
Ennobling  Piety  my  glad  feet  led 
Continual,  and  my  head  each  night  to  rest 
Lali'd  on  the  downy  pillow  of  Content ! 
Dear  were  thy  shade,  O  Ham,  and  dear  the  hours 
In  manly  musing  'midst  thy  torests  pass'd, 
And  antique  woods  of  ?ober  solitude, 
Oh  Epping,  witness  lo  my  lonely  walks 
By  Heaven-directed  Contemplation  led! 
Ye  davs  of  duty,  tranquil  nights,  return! 
How  ill  exchaiig'd  for  those,  which  busier  scenes 
To  the  world's  follies  dedicate,  engross'd, 
In  specious  trilling;  all  important  dcem'd, 
While  guilt,  O  Chesterfield,  with  seeming  gold 
Of  prime  refinement,  thro'  thy  fostering 
And  patronage  auspicious ! 

*  Sepiins  irritant  a:i5m •  <  Jcmiwi  per  mircm, 
Quam  qua:  Mi:1*  '••ra;.'5<  vjVvc'.i;  • 
.  .       • 
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Sought  by  thee, 

And  singled  out,  unpatroniz'd.  unknown  ; 
By  thee,  whose  taste  consummate  was  applause, 
Whose  approbation  merit ;  forth  I  came, 
And  with  me  to  the  task,  delighted,  brought 
The  upright  purpose,  the  intention  firm 
To  fill  the  charge,  to  justify  the  choice, 
Perchance  too  flattering  to  my  heart;  a  heart 
Frank,  inexpert,  unhackney'd  in  the  world, 
And  yet  estrang'd  to  guile  !   But  ye,  more  skiiTd 
In  that  world's  artful  style,  judges  severe  ; 
Say,  in  the  zenith  of  bright  Stanhope's  sun, 
(Though  set  that  sun,  alas,  in  misty  clouds  !) 
Say  'midst  his  lustre, -whom  would  not  that  choice 
Have  flattt-r'd? — and  still  more,  when  urg'd,  ap. 

prov'd, 
And  bless'd  by  thee,  St  David's!  Honour'd  friend ; 

fike  in  Wisdom's  and  in  Learning's  school. 
Ivanc'd  and  sage  ! — Short  pause,  my  muse}  and 

sad, 

Allow,  while  leaning  on  Affection's  arm 
Dee  p. sighing  Gratitude,  with  tears  of  truth, 
Bedews  the  urn,  the  happy  wrn,  where  rest 
IVlingled  thy  ashes,  on  my  friend,  and  her's 
Whose  life  bound  up  with  thine  amity 
Indissolubly  firm,  felt  thy  last  pang 
Disrupting  as  her  own  !  gently  sigh'd  forth 
The  precious  boon  !  while  sprung  her  faithful  soul 
Indignant  without  thee  to  rest  below, 
On  wings  of  love,  to  meet  thee  in  the  skies ! 

Blest  pair,  and  envied  !  Knvied  and  embalm'd 
In  our  recording  memory,  my  wife, 
>V>v  friend,  my  lov'd  A!aria,  be  our  lot 
Lik^  theirs! — But  soft,  ah  my  foreboding  thoughts ' 
Repre;S  the  gushing  tear; — return  my  song. 
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Plac'd  thus,  and  shelter'd  underneath  a  tree, 
Which  seeni'd  like  that  in  visions  of  the  night 
To  Babylonia's  haugiity  prince  pourtray'd, 
Whose  height  reach'd  Heaven,  and  whose  verdant 

boughs 

Extended  wide  their  succour  and  their  shade, 
How  did  I  trust,  too  confident !  How  dream 
That  Fortune's  smiles  were  mine  ;  and  how  de- 

ceiv'd, 

By  gradual  declension  yield  my  trust, 
My  humble  happy  trust  on  Thee,  my  God  1 
How  ill  exchang'd  for  confidence  in  man, 
I«  Chesterfields,  in  princes  ! — Wider  scenes, 
Alps  still  on  Alps  were  opeiiM  to  my  view ; 
And,  as  the  circle  in  the  flood  enlarg'd, 
Enlarg'd  expenses  call.     Fe4  to  the  full 


"  The  time  of  retribution  is  at  hand  : 

See  the  ripe  vintage  waits  thee  !"  Fool  and  blind;, 

Still  credulous  1  heard,  and  still  pursued 

The  airy  meteor  glittering  thro'  the  mire, 

Thro*  brake  and  bog,  till  more  and  mere  engulf'd 

In  the  deceitful  quag,  floundering  I  lay. 

Nor  heard  was  then  the  world's  alluring  voice, 

Or  promises  delusive ;  then  not  seen 

The  tree  umbrageous,  with  its  ample  shade : 

For  me,  alas,  that  tree  had  shade  no  more  1 

But,  struggling  in  the  gulf,  my  languid  eye 

Saw  only  round  the  barren  rushy  moor, 


»  So  prasen  babes  the  peacock's  starry  traine, 
And  wnndren  at  bright  Argus'  blazing  eye ; 
But  who  rewards  him  e'er  the  mure  for  th\? 

Or  fceils  him  once  the  fuller  by  a  praine  ?—  % 

Sike  praise  is  smoke  that  shetideth  in  the  skie, 

Sae  words  been  wbtfe,  and  wasten  soon  hi  vaine.        SPENCER. 
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The  flat,  wide  dreary  desert : — Till  a  hope, 
Dress'd  by  the  tempter  in  an  angel's  form, 
Presenting  its  fair  hand — imagin'd  fair, 
Though  foul  as  murkiest  Hell,  to  drag  me  forth, 
Down  to  the  centre  plung'd  me,  dark  and  dire 
Of  howling  ruin  : — bottomless  abyss 
Of  desolating  shame,  and  nameless  woe  ! 

But,  witness  Heaven  and  earth,  'midst  this  brief 

stage, 

This  blasting  period  of  my  chequer'd  life. 
Though  by  the  world's  gay  vanities  allur'd, 
1  danc'd,  too  oft,  alas,  with  the  wild  rout 
Of  thoughtless  fellow-mortals,  to  the  sound 
Of  tolly's  tinkling  bells  ;  tho'  oft,  too  oft, 
Those  pastimes  shar'd  enervating;  which  ill 
— Howe'er  by  some  judg'd  innocent— ^became 
Religion's  sober  character  and  garb : 
jTho'  oft,  too  oft,  by  weak  compliance  led, 
External  seemings,  and  the  ruinous  bait 
Of  smooth  politeness,  what  my  heart  condemned 
Unwise  it  practis'd  ;  never  without  pang  ; 
Tho'  too  much  influenc'd  by  the  pleasing  force 
Of  native  generosity,  uncurb'd 
And  unchastis'd  (as  reason,  duty  taught) 
Prudent  economy,  in  thy  sober  school 
Of  parsimonious  lecture;  useful  lore, 
And  of  prime  moment  to  our  worldly  weal  ; 
— Yet  witness  Heaven  and  earth,  amidst  this  dream, 
This  transient  vision,  ne'er  so  slept  my  soul, 
Or  sacritic'd  my  hands  at  Folly's  shrine, 
As  to  forget  Religion's  public  toil, 
Study's  improvement,  or  the  pleading  cause 
Of  suffering  humanity.     Gracious  God, 
liqw  wonderful  a  compound,  mixture  strange, 
Incongruous,  inconsistent,  is  frail  man  ! 
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Yes,  my  lov'dCharlottewhose  top-stone  with  joy 
My  careful  bands  brought  forth,  what  time  expell'd 
From  flam's  lost  paradise,  and  driv'n  to  seek 
Another  place  of  rest !  Yes,  beauteous  fane, 
To  bright  religion  dedicate,  thou  well 
My  happy  public  labours  can  attest, 
Unwearied  and  successful  in  the  cause, 
The  glorious,  honour'd  cause  of  Him,  whose  love 
Bled  for  the  human  race.     Thou  canst  attest 
The  Sabbath-days  delightful,  when  the  throng 
Crowded  thy  hallow'd  walls  with  eager  joy5 
To  hear  truth  evangelical  ;  the  sound 
Of  gospel  comfort !  When  attentive  sat, 
Or  at  the  holy  altar  humbly  kneelt, 
Persuasive,  pleasing  patterns — AthoPs  Duke, 
The  polish -'d  Harvey,  Kingston  the  humane, 
Aylfsbury  and  Marchmont,  Romney,  all-rever'd; 
With  numbers  more— by  splendid  titles  less 
Than  piety  distinguish'd  and  pure  zeal. 
Nor,  'midst  this  public  duty's  blest  discharge, 
Pas'd  idle,  unimproving,  unemplov'd, 
My  other  days  ;  as  if  the  Sabbath's  task 
FuUilPd,  the  business  of  the  week  was  done, 
Or  self-allow'd.     Witness,  thrice  holy  book, 
Pure  transcript  of  th'  Eternal  Will  to  man  : 
Witness  with  what  assiduous  care  I  turn'd 
Daily  the  hallow'd  page;  with  what  deep  searck 
Explor'd  thy  sacred  meaning  :  tjiro'  the  round 
Of  learn'd  expositors  and  grave,  trod  slow 
And  painfully  deliberating  ;  the  while 
My  labours  unremitting  to  the  world 
Convey'd  instruction  large; — and  shall  convey 
When  moulders  in  the  grave  the  feeble  hand, 
Tlii?  head,  the  heart  that  gave  those  labours*  birth. 
#  Alluding  to  "  Commcutarj'ou  the  Bible,"  hi  three  volumes .fulio- 


7«  THOUGHTS  IN   PRISON. 

Oh  happy  toil,  oh  labours  well  emplojM, 
Oh  sweet  remembrance  to  my  sickening  soul. 
Blest  volumes  !   Nor  tho'  levell'd  in  the  dust 
Of  self-annihilation,  shall  my  soul 
Cease  to  rejoice,  or  thy  preventive  grace 
Adoring  land,  Fountain  of  every  good  ! 
For  that  no  letter'd  poison  ever  stain'd 
]Viy  page,  how  weak  soe'er  :  for  that  my  pen, 
However  humble,  ne'er  had  trac'd  a  line 
Of  tendency  immoral,  whose  black  guilt 
It  well  might  wish  to  blot  with  tears  of  blood ; 
Dear  to  the  Christian  shall  my  little  works, 
—  Effusions  of  a  heart  sincere,  devote 
To  God  and  duty,  happily  survive 
Their  wretched  master ;  and  thro'  lengthen'd  years 
To  souls  opprest,  comfort's  sweet  balm  impart, 
And  teach  the  pensive  mourner  how  to  die.* 

Thou  too,  blest  Charity,  whose  golden  key 
So  liberal  unlocks  the  prison's  gate 
At  the  poor  debtor's  call ;  oh,  witness  thou. 
To  cruel  taxers  of  my  tirru>  and  thought, 
All  was  not  lost,  all  were  not  misemploy'd, 
Nor  all  humanity's  fair  rights  forgot  ; 
Since  thou,  spontaneous  effort  of  the  last, 
My  pity's  child,  and  by  the  first  niatur'd, 
Amidst  this  flattering,  fatal  era,  rose  ; 
Rose  into  being,  to  perfection  rose, 
]Beneath  my  humble  fostering  ;  and  at  length 
Gr-jvyn  into  public  favour,  thou  shalt  live; 
And  endless  good  diifuse,  when  sleeps  in  dust 
Thy  hapless  founder  now,  by  direst  fate, 
^ock'd  in  a  prison,  whence  thy  bounty  sets, 
And  shall — oh  comfort — long  set  thousands  free. 

*  Ref^rrin;  to  "  Comfert  for  the  Aff.'ctecJ,"  an'  "  R?flcc';f»:i»  or. 
Death." 
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Happy,  thrice  happy,  had  my  active  zeal—- 
Already deem'd  too  active  chance,  by  some, 
Whose  fro/en  hearts,  in  icy-fetters  bound 
Of  sordid  selfishness,  ne'er  felt  the  warmth, 
The  genial  warmth  of  pure  benevolence, 
Love's  ardent  flame  aspiring  ;  had  that  flame 
Kindled  my  glowing  zeal  into  effect, 
And  to  thy  counterpart*  existence  giv'n, 
Lov'd  institution  ;  with  its  guarded  aid 
Protecting  from  the  prison's  ruinous  doors, 

*  He  intended  to  have  established  a  "  Charitv  for  the  Loan  of  Money, 
without  interest,  to  industrious  tradesmen."  Necessary  papers  f  jr  that 
end  were  collected.from  Dublin,  &c. ;  and  the  following  address,  which 
he  wrote,  and  inserted  in  the  Public  Ledger  of  the  1st  January,  1770* 
will,  in  some  measure,  explain  his  purpose: 

To  the  Wealthy  in  the  Commercial  World. 

I  have  often  wished  most  sincerely  to  see  a  charitable  fund  established 
in  thu>  great  and  trading  city,  for  the  beneficent  purpose  of  "  lending  to 
honest  and  industrious  trades1  nen  small  sums  without  interest,  and  on  a 
reasonable  security." 

The  benefits  which  would  arise  from  such  an  establishment  are  too 
obvious  to  need  enumeration.  Almost  every  newspaper  tends  more  and 
more  to  com  ince  me  of  the  necessity  of  such  a  plan ;  for  in  aitnost  every 
newspaper  we  read  advertisements  from  tradesmen,  soliciting  little  sums 
in  their  distress,  find  offering—  poor  unhappy  unen  !  even  premiums  fur 
those  little  sums. 

It  is  not  POSS  ble  but  that  persons  occupied  in  trade  and  commerce 
must  feel  for  the  difficulties  of  their  brethren,  and  be  ready  to  promote 
the  undertaking  I  would  wish  to  recommend,  although  on  no  interested 
motives ;  for  I  am  no  tradesman,  nor  can  any  way  be  benefited  by  the 
plan.  Pure  good  will,  and  a  compassionate  respect  to  the  hardships  and 
distresses  of  my  fellow- creatures,  actuate  my  heart;  and  from  these 
motives  I  shall  be  hnppy  to  proceed  upon,  and  prosecute  this  ;>htn,  with 
all  the  efforts  a-^d  assiduity  i  am  ab  e,  if  it  sLall  be  approved  by  the  be- 
nevolent ;  and  they  will  testify  that  approbation,  and  desire  of  concur- 
rence, by  a  hue  directed  to  D.  at  Anderson's  C;ifu:e-hot:se,  Fleet-Street. 
In  consequence  of  which,  should  a  probability  of  success  appear,  a  meet- 
ing shall  speedily  be  advertised  in  the  papers,  and  all  measures  pursued 
to  put  the  pood  design  into  immediate  execution,  which  on  such  a  meet- 
ing tray  be  judged  advisable.  It  may  be  proper  just  to  observe,  that 
in  many  cities  abrca  t — at  Rome  in  particular — there  arc  i-istitu'.ions  of 
this  sort ;  and  there  has  bean  one  established  for  m.my  years  at  Dublin, 
which  is  found  productive  of  the  happiest  ronseqiu-ncej. 

It  is  ir.ade  in  Scripture  one  characteristic  of  ttie  good  m.in,  "  that  l-e 
is  merciful,  and  ieudeth  !*•  and  a  very  small  sum.  thus  given  to  a  pinna' 
nent  establishment,  may  enable  a  man  to  lend  for  perpetuity  ! 

How  can  we  better  be'gin  the  new  year,  rny  worthy  and  humane  coun- 
trymen, than  by  entering  on  a  worfc  which  may  draw  <lo  wnopon  us  God's 
bloss  n^,  by  our  charitable  relief  to  mauv  sous  and  daughters  of  honest 
acid  laborious  industry  I HUMANI  TV, 
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Those  whom  thy  kindly  mercy  rescues  thence, 
Or,  had  that  zeal  on  firm  foundation  fix'd 
Like  thine  my  favourite  Magdalen — the  plan, 
Preservative  of  tender  female  fame,* 
Fair  innocence  and  virtue  from  those  ills 
Destructive,  complicate,  which  only  find 
Relief  beneath  thy  hospitable  roof, 
How  had  I  died  exulting  ! — But,  oh  raise, 
Inspire  some  godlike  spirit,  some  great  sou], 
Father  of  mercies,  of  all  love,  all  good, 
Author  and  finisher  ; — these  and  every  work 
Beneficent  with  courage  to  pursue, 
With  wisdom  to  complete !  Oh  crown  his  zeal ; 
While  sorrowing  human  nature,  by  his  hand 
Cherish'd  and  sooth'd,  to  latest  times  shall  tell, 
And  bless  with  tears  of  gratitude  his  name  ! 

Mine  is  a  different  fate — confess'd,  just  Judge, 
The  need  of  human  mixture  in  my  works 
Imperfect,  frail ;  and  needing,  even  the  best, 
Thy  pardon  and  the  cleansing  of  thy  blood, 
Else  whence  the  frequent  retributions  base, 
Calumnious  and  ungrateful,  for  the  deeds 
Of  private  pity  ?  Whence,  for  public  acts, 
The  stab  opprobrious,  and  the  slanders  vile ! 
Or  whence,  at  this  dread  moment — from  the  sight 
Shroud  me  in  tenfold  darkness! — Mercy,  Heaven ! 

And  is  it  He — thf  ingenuous  youth  so  oft 
Of  all  my  being,  fortune,  comfort,  deem'd 
The  generous,  ample  source ! — And  is  it  He, 
In  whom,  thro'  drear  misfortune's  darkest  night, 
I  saw  Hope's  day-star  rising  ! — Angel  of  peace, 
Amidst  his  future  hours,  my  life's  sad  loss, 
Let  not  accusing  conscience  to  his  charge 

*  "  A  plan  for  a  National  Female  Seminary" — since  found  amongst 
the  Author's  papers;  and  which  appears  to  have  undergone  the  insptc- 
tionj  and  received  the  approbation,  of  some  very  distinguished  uair.bs, 
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Impute,  distracting — to  my  crimson'd  guilt 
Oh  let  him  lay  it,  as  the  forfeit  due, 
And  justly  paid '.  Would  Heaven  that  it  were  paid! 
Oh,  that  with  Rome's  first  Caesar,  in  my  robe 
From  sight  so  killing,  mantled  up  mine  eyes, 
I  might  receive  the  welcome  stab  ;  sigh  forth, 
"  My  Philip,  my  lov'd  Stanhope — Is  it  thou  I 
Then  let  me  die."- 

Yet,  though  thus  wounded  at  this  bar  1  stand 
In  pangs  unutterable,  witness  Heaven, 
"With  deep  commiseration  do  I  view 
Their  sedulous  anxiety  to  prove 
A  guilt  my  heart — too  wounded  to  deny, 
Wounded  by  that  guilt's  sense,  its  bitterest  part^- 
Instant  avow'd.     What  need  then  all  this  toil  ? 
The  deed  is  done.     Wound  not  the  fall'n  hart, 
'Tis  cruel— that  lies  bleeding  at  your  feet : 
4  I  own  the  whole  ;  I  urge  no  legal  plea. 
On  dire  necessity's  imperious  call, 
(Sons  of  the  robe,  of  commerce,  sons  of  men, 
That  call  imperious  have  you  never  heard  I) 
On  full  intention  to  repay  the  whole. 
And  on  that  intention's  perfect  work, 
Free  restoration  and  complete  ',  on  wrong 
Or  injury  to  none  design'd  or  wrought, 
I  rest  my  claim : — I  found  my  sole  defence.' 
"  Groundless" — 'tis  thunder'd  in  my  ears*—"  and 

weak: 

For  in  the  rigid  courts  of  human  law, 
No  restitution  wipes  away  th'  offence, 
Nor  does  intention  justify."     So  spoke, 
(And  who  shall  argue?)  Judgment's  awful  voice ! 

Jiaste  then,  ye  weeping  jurymen,  and  pass 
Th'  awarded  sentence.     To  the  world,  to  fame, 
To  honour,  fortune,  peace,  and  Stanhope  lost, 
G  2 
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What  have  I  more  to  lose  ?  or  can  I  think 
Death  were  an  evil  to  a  wretch  like  me  ! 

Yet,  oh  ye  sons  of  justice! — ere  we  quit 
This  awful  court,  expostulation's  voice 
One  moment  hear  impartial.     Give  :i  while 
Your  honest  hearts  to  nature's  touches  true, 
Jler  fine  resentments  faithful.     Draw  aside 
That  veil  from  reason's  clear  reflecting  view, 
Which  practice  long,  and  rectitude  suppos'd 
Of  laws  established,  hath  obstructive  hung. 
l3ut  pleads,  or  time,  or  long  prescription  augh£ 
In  favour  or  abatement  of  (he  wrong 
By  folly  wrought,  or  error?  Hoary  grown^ 
And  sanctify'd  by  custom's  habit  grey, 
Absurdity  stalks  forth,  still  more  absurd, 
And  double  shame  reflects  upon  an  age 
Wise  and  enlighten'd.     Should  not  equal  laws 
Their  punishments  proportionate  to  crimes;* 
Nor,  all  Draconic,  ev'n  to  blood  pursue 
Vindictive,  where  the  venial  poor  offence 
Cries  loud  for  mercy  ?   Death's  the  last  deman( 
Law  can  exact :  the  penal ty  extreme 
Of  human  crime  !  and  shall  the  petty  thief 
Succumb  beneath  its  terrors,  when  no  more 
Pays  the  bold  murderer,  crimson'd  o'er  with  guilt? 

Few  are  the  crimes  against  or  God  or  man, 
• — Consult  th'  eternal  code  of  right  or  wrong — 
Which  e'er  can  justify  this  last  extreme, -f 
This  wanton  sporting  with  the  human  life, 

#  Horace's  precept  must  for  ever  stand  forth  as  irrefragaLIj  just : 

"  Adsit 

Regula  !  peccatis  quae  pcenas  irroget  seqtias  : 

Ne  Scutica  dignum  hori  ibili  sedere  flagellu."        SAT.  3.  LiK  1 . 

f  "  He  had  sometimes  expressed  his  thoughts  about  our  penal  laws, 
thut  they  were  too  sanguinary  ;  that  they  were  against  not  only  the  laws 
of  God,  bat  of  nature :  that  his  own  case  was  hard,  that  he  should  die 
for  an  act  which  he  always  declared  to  be  wrong,  but  by  which  he  never 
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This  trade  in  blood.     Ye  sages,  then,  review, 
Speedy  and  diligent,  the  penal  code, 
Humanity's  disgrace  ;  our  nation's  first 
And  just  reproach,  amidst  its  vaunted  boasts 
Of  equity  and  mercy  : — Shiver  not 
Full  oft  your  inmost  souls,  when  from  the  bench 
Ye  deal  out  death  tremendous ;  and  proclaim 
Th'  irrevocable  sentence  on  a  wretch 
Piuck'd  early  from  the  paths  of  social  life, 
And  immature,  to  the  low  grave  consign'd 
For  misdemeanours  trivial!  Huns  not  back, 
Affrighted,  to  its  fountain,  your  chill'd  blood, 
When  deck'd  in  all  the  horrid  pomp  of  death, 
And  Gothic  rage  surpassing,  to  the  flames 
The  weaker  sex — incredible— you  doom  ; 
Denouncing  punishments  the  more  severe, 
As  less  of  strength  is  found  to  bear  their  force  ? 
Shame  on  the  savage  practice  !  Oh  stand  forth 
In  the  great  cause — Compassion's,  Equity's, 
Your  Nation's,Tru  tli's,  Religion's,  Honour's  cause, 
— Stand  forth  reflecting  Eden  !*    Well  thou'at 

toil'd 

Already  in  the  honourable  field  : 
Might  thy  youog  labours  animate,  the  hour 
Auspicious  is  arriv'd.     Sages  esteem'd, 
And  venerably  learn'd,  as  in  the  school 
Of  legal  science,  so  in  that  of  worth 
And  sentiment  exalted,  fill  the  bench  : 
And  lo !  the  imperial  Muscovite,  intent 
On  public  weal,  a  bright  example  shines 

intended  to  injure  any  one  individual ;  and  that,  as  the  public  had  fo'r. 
given  him,  he  thought  he  might  have  been  pardoned.  But  now  the  day 
before  his  execution)  he  laid  all  these  thoughts  touching  biowelf  aside, 
though  he  continued  to  think  in  the  same  manner  of  the  penal  laws  ta 
his  end."  See  the  Ordinary's  account. 

*  See  Mr  Eden's  admirable  book  on  Penal  Laws. 
G3 
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Of  civilizing  justice.     Sages  rise  : 
The  cause  the  animating  pattern  calls. 
Oh,  I  adjure  you  with  my  parting  breath, 
By  all  your  hopes  of  mercy  arid  of  peac-  , 
By  all  the  blood  henceforth  unjustly  spilt, 
Or  wantonly  by  all  the  sorrows  deep, 
And  scalding  tears  shed  for  that  blood  so  spilt, 
In  God's  tremendous  name,  lo  !  I  adjure, 
Without  procrastination  to  the  task 
Important  that  you  haste  !  With  equal  hand 
In  scales  of  temperate  justice,  balance  well 
The  claims  of  pleading  mercy  !  Unto  crimes 
Inflictions  just  and  adequate  assign 
On  reformation  or  example  sole, 
And  all  impartial,  constantly  intent, 
Banish  the  rage  for  blood  I  for  tortures  fell 
Savage,  reproachful.     Study  to  restore 
Its  young,  its  useful  members  to  the  state, 
Well  disciplin'd,  corrected,  moraliz'd  ; 
Preserved  at  once  from  shame,  from  death,  from 

Hell, 

Men,  rationals,  immortals.  —  Sons  of  Cod. 
Oh,  prosperous  be  your  labours,  crowird  your 
zeal! 

So  shall  the  annals  of  our  Sovereign's  rei^n, 
Disthiguish'd  by  your  virtue  —  noble  fruit 
Of  that  high  independence  He  bestow 
So  freely  from  the  treasury  of  his  love 
To  genuine  justice  —  down  to  future  times, 
Transmitting  the  rich  blessing,  shine  renoun'd, 
With  truest  glory  ;   not  by  her's  surpass'd, 
Th'  immortal  Legislator  of  the  north  ! 

Ah  me  unhappy  !  to  that  Sovereign's  ear 


*  Referring  .to  the  indepenck-nco  of  Vnr>  jiul^c-s    srt'bil  by  the  Kirij,' 
if  assort  one  of  the  »:  reigr.. 
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Rcsolv'd  to  bring  those  truths  which,  labouring 

long, 

Have  laia  and  tost  upon  my  anxious  thoughts  :* 
Thence  too  am  I  excluded  !   Fatal  stroke, 
And  wounding  to  my  peace!  Rigour  extreme 
Of  angry  vengeance!  "  Nay  it  recks  not  now," 
Oft,  'midst  the  tempest  of  my  grief,  I  cried, 
"  Jt  recks  not  now  what  falls  me!  From  the  house 
Of  him  I  honour'd,  shut!  Him  whose  lov'd  sire 
My  muse  in  strains  elegiac  weeping  sung,i 
Mixing  her  tribute  with  a  nation's  tears  ! 
Him  to  whose  high-born  race — of  liberty 
Firm  friends  and  fan  tors— from  my  earliest  youth., 
My  heart,  devoted,  willing  homage  paid, 
And  sacred  reverence:   so  paternal  love 
And  so  iny  college  taught,  delightful  Clare  I" 
Dear  ever  to  my  memory  for  hours 
In  innocence  and  peaceful  study  past; 
Nor  less  for  thee,  my  friend,  my  Lancaster ! 
Blest  youth,  in  early' hour  from  this  life's  woe 
In  richest  mercy  borne!  Had  I  but  died, 
Oh  had  1  died  for  thee,  how  had  I  shunn'd 
This  harsh  severity — exclusion  sad 
From  my  lov'd  royal  master!  how  escap'd 
Its  ill  attendant! — Reputation  dies, 
The  darling  of  my  soul,  beneath  the  stroke  ! 
Wild,  wanton  curves  tear  my  mangled  frame ! 
My  sphere  of  usefulness  contracted  shrinks  ; 
And  infamy  herself  with  "  ghastly  smiles" 
My  ruin  ridicules  !  Turn,  turn  my  brain, 
Distracted,  maddeu'd.  turn  !  Of  reason  more. 
Religion,  duty,  eminence,  dream  not  : 

*  See  my  Sermon  on  the  Injustice,  &c.  of  Capital  Punishmentg. 
f  See  my  "  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Frederic,  Prince  of  Wales.'* 

roZlllSf    p.  DC. 
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The  door  of  mercy's  clos'd.     Thee — oft  from  thee 
Mercy,,  sweet  Heaven,  have  I  sought  and  found; 
From  fellow. mortals  seldom  could  I  find, 
How  humbled  e'er,  or  penitent  for  faults! 
—And  who  of  erring  mortals  faultless  breathes  ? 
Mercy,  that  gift  of  thine,  which  most  adorns 
The  judge's  vestment,  and  the  monarch's  crown. 

Adieu  then  to  its  hope;  its  earthly  hope, 
Elsewhere,  we'll  seek  it, — Forth— oh  forth,  my 

friends  ; 

My  generou*,  supporting,  weeping  friends, 
Forth  from  the  bar  conduct  me.     Jt  is  past.* 
Justice  has  done  her  office.     Mercy's  fled  ; 
And  smiling,  lo !  she  sits  upon  a  cloud 
Of  fleecy  whiteness,  ting'd  with  azur'd  gold, 
Arid  beams  ineffable  composure  on  me  ! 
Light  sits  my  bosom'd  master  on  his  throne  ; 
Airy  and  clisencumber'd  feels  iny  soul ; 
And,  panting,  wishes  to  spring  instant  up 
To  that  white  cloud — the  golden  vehicle 
To  realms  of  rest  immortal !  In  my  eyes, 
So  languid  late,  and  all  suffufe'd  with  tears : 
Methinks  I  see  Hope's  lamp  rekindled  bright ; 
A  living  lustre;  shedding,  like  the  sun 
After  thick  mists,  illumination's  smile 
O'er  all  my  countenance,  marr'd,  divnm'd,  and  wan. 

Cheerly,  my  friends,  oh  cheerly!  Look  riot  thus 
With  pity's  melting  softness!  That  alone 
Can  shake  my  fortitude.     All  is  not  lost. 
Lo  !   1  have  gain'd,  on  this  important  day, 
A  victory  consummate  o'er  myself, 
And  o'er  this  life  a  victory.     On  this  day 
My  birth. day  to  eternity — I've  gain'd 
Dismission  from  a  world,  where  for  a  while, 
Like  you,  like  all,  a  pilgrim  passing  poor, 
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A  traveller,  a  stranger,  I  have  met 
But  stranger  treatment,  rude  and  harsli !  So  much 
The  dearer,  more  (ksir'd,  (he  home  I  seek 
Eternal  of  my  Father  and  my  God  ! 

Ah,  little  thought  ye,  prosecutors  prompt, 
To  do  me  good  like  this  !  little  intend 
For  earthly  poverty  to  give  the  exchange 
Of  wealth  eternal  !  Cheronea's  sagr, 
Thy  dogmas  here,  so  paradoxal  rleem'd 
By  weak  half-thinkers* — see  how  amply  provM, 
How  verify'd  by  men  I  judg'd  my  foes ; — 
Ffijends  in  disguise,  Fleav'n's  instruments  of  good  ! 
Freely,  triumphaotly,  my  soul  forgives 
Each  injury,  each  evil  they  hate  wrought, 
Each  tear  they've  drawn,  each  groan  they've  cost 

nay  heart, 

Guiltless  tow'rds  them,  uninjur'd.     Hapless  men! 
Down  do  I  look  with  pity:  fervent  beg, 
And  unremitting,  from  all. gracious  Heaven 
Eternal  blessings  on  you!  Be  your  lives, 
Like  mine,  true  convertites  to  gracr,  to  God  ! 
And  be  our  deaths — ah,  there  all  difference  ends—- 
Then be  our  deaths  like  his,  th'  atoning  just ; 
Like  his,  the  only  righteous,  bur  last  end  ! 

But  oh,  oblivious  memory  !  baneful  woe, 
\Vhich  thus  in  dull  forgetfulness  ca^i  steep 
My  faculties ; — forgetfulness  of  her 
My  better  self;  for  whom  alone  I  wish, 
Thus  fallen  to  remember  that  I  am ! 
My  wife,  my  soul's  dear  partner  in  distress, 
Where  sits  she  ?  lives  she  ?  Ah  not  lives,  but  drags 
The  tedious,  torturing,  horrid,  anxious  hours 
Of  this  dire  day  1 — In  solemn  silence  wrapt, 
— Expressive  silence  motionless,  compos'd 

#  See  Plutarch  "On  the  Benefits  cieduciWe  from  Enemies."  Moral 'j,vol.  I. 
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The  melancholy  mourner  meekly  -waits 
The  awful  issue!  From  her  lovely  eyes 
Drops  not  a  tear !  nor  ev'n  a  sigh  is  heard 
From  her  deep-wounded  heart :  Nor  thro'  her  lips, 
Uu^ever'd  from  the  luckless  morn  till  night, 
JViute  sufferer,  steals  a  murmur!*  Gentle  dove5 
So,  in  the  mournful  absence  of  thy  mate, 
Perhaps,  or  Jevell'd  by  the  fowler's  art, 
Or  lur'd  in  net  insidious,  sittest  thou  alone 
Upon  the  bared  bough  ;  thy  little  head 
Nestling  beneath  thy  silvery  wiugs :  while  hang 
Thy  pinions,  late  so  glossy,  shivering  down 
Unplum'd,  neglected,  drooping!  Thro'  the  day 
So  tried,  my  tender  friends — another  task, 
And  heavier  yet,  remains  to  be  performed. 
Oh  !  with  the  balm  of  comfort,  with  the  voice 
Of  soothing  softness,  the  sad  truth  unfold  ! 
Approach    he  beauteous  mourner,  all-rever'd  ; 
And  tell  her,  "  that  her  husband  triumphs,  lives ; — 
Lives,  tho'  condemn'd  ;  lives  to  a  nobler  life ! 
Nor  in  the  gladsome  view  of  that  high  life, 
Feels  he  to  death  reluctance :  Blest  with  her, 
Indiiferent  in  his  choice  to  live  or  die!" 
Be  the  decision  thine,  Father  of  Ufe  ! 
Thon  gavest,  thou  hast  right  to  take  away; 
In  each  alike  beneficent!  If  thou 
Hast  pleasure  in  me,  once  more  shall  I  share 
The  hallovv'd  services,  my  heart's  chief  joy; 
Jf  not  with  happy  David — oh  like  his 
Could  my  song  How  repentant — every  thought 
Uniting  cries  with  resignation's  voice, 
"  Do  with  me,  Lord,  as  it  shall  seem  Thee  good!"t 

*  "  I  speechless  sat ;— nor  plaintive  word, 
.Nor  nuimiiir,  from  my  lips  was  heard."    MerricVs  Psatins,  p.  59. 

f  2  S^tn.  xv.  23,  26. 
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Thus  supplicating,  down  my  weary  head 
To  slumber  on  its  wretched  pillow  sunk, 
O'erpower'd,  oppress'd.     Nor  on  the  main-mast 

high, 

Rock'd  by  the  bellowing  tempest,  and  the  dash 
Of  furious  surges,  the  poor  ship-boy  sleeps 
M  ore  soundly,  than  my  powers  overwrought  amidst 
The  din  of  desperate  felons,  and  the  roar 
Of  harden'd  guilt's  mad  midnight  orgies  loud! 

But  fancy  free,  the  busy  soul  was  wake; 
Anticipation  pleasing  of  its  state, 
When  sleeps  its  clayey  prison  in  the  grave, 
And  forth  it  bursts  to  liberty !— Methought 
— Such  was  the  vision — in  a  lowly  rale 
Myself  I  found,  whose  living  green  was  deck'd 
With  all  the  beauteous  family  of  spring; 
Pale  primrose,  modest  violet,  hare- bell  bluq, 
Sweet-scented  eglantine  of  fragrance  rich, 
And  permanent  the  rose:  golden  jonqu.il, 
And  polyanthus  variegate  of  hue, 
With  lilies  dale  delighting.     Thro'  the  midst 
Meandering  of  pure  crystal  flow'd  a  stream 
The  flowery  banks  reflecting:   On  each  siUe, 
With  homely  cots  adorn'd,  whose  'habitants. 
When  sorrow-sunk,  my  voice  of  comfort  sooth'd; 
When  sickness-worn  my  hand  of  care  reliev'd, 
Tending,  and  ministering  to  all  their  wants, 
Instructed  in  the  language  of  the  skies. 
Dear  was  the  office,  cheering  was  the  toil, 
And  something  like  angelic  felt  my  soul  ! 

When  lur'dj  methought,  by  one  of  glittering  hue 
(Bright  gleam'd  the  coronet  upon  hi*  brow, 
ilich  glow'd  his  robe  of  crimson,  ermine  d 
I  toil'd  to  gain  a  neighbouring  mountain's  top 
Wiit-re  biaz'd  preferment's  temple.     So  m 
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With  smile  complacent  taught  and  led  me  oq, 
Softening  with  artful  speech  the  tedious  way. 
And  arduous  ever.     As  I  rose,  the  view 
Still  gloomier  seem'd,    and   dreary  ;    the    strait 

path 

Still  straiter,  and  more  sharp  the  pointed  briars 
Entangling!    With  insulting  sneers  the  crowd, 
Pressing  the  same  bad  road,  jostled  me  by, 
Or  threw  me  prostrate:  till  fatigu'd  and  faint, 
With  feeble  voice,  exhausted  quite,  I  cried, 
."  Oh  to  my  vale  restore  me !  to  my  cots, 
Illustrious  guide  1  my  ministrations  blest, 
Angelical  and  blessing  !'* — With  a  look 
Of  killing  scorn  he  eyed  me  :  Instant  down, 
Precipitate  dash'd  o'er  me  craggy  rocks, 
Tumbling  tumultuous;  and  in  dungeon  dark, 
Illumin'd  only  by  the  furious  glare 
Of  lynx  and  tygers'  eyes,  thro'  hunger  fierce, 
And  eager  to  devour,  trembling  I  lay  ! 

When,  in  a  moment,  thro'  the  dungeon's  gloom 
Burst  light  resplendent  as  the  mid-day  sun, 
From  adamantine  shiel:i  of  Heavenly  proof, 
Held  high  by  one,*  of  more  than  human  port, 
Advancing  slow:  while  on  his  tow'ring  crest 
Sat  fortitude  unshaken  :    At  his  feet 
Crouch'd  the  half- famish*  d  savages  ;   From  earth 
He  rais'd  me,  weeping,  and  with  look  of  peace 
Benignant,  pointed  to  a  crimson  cross 
On  his  bright  shield  pourtray'd.     A  milder  form,, 
Yet  of  celestial  sweetness — such  as  oft 
My  raj)tur'd  eyes  have  in  the  tablet  trac'd 
Of  unaffected  penitence;  of  her 
Pleasing  similitude — the  weeping  fair 
i?ar!y  from  royal,  but  unhaliow'd  love, 

*  Faith. 
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To  God's  sole  service  flying* — Fam'cl  T.e  Bruit, 
Thy  growing  pencil's  master- piece! — Such  seem'd 
Repentance,  meek  approaching.     From  the  den, 
Illumin'd  and  defended  by  Faith's  shield, 
My  trembling  feet  she  led:  and  having  borne 
Thro*  perils  infinite,  and  terrors  wild 
And  various,  fainting  almost  my  sick  soul — 
She  left  me  at  a  gate  of  glittering  gold, 
Which  open'd  instantaneous  at  the  touch 
Of  homely  porter,  +  clad  in  wolsey  grey  ; 
And  ever  bending  lowly  to  the  ground 
Jlis  modest  countenance  !   Hut  what  a  scene 
— Admitted  thro'  the  portal — on  my  sight 
Transported,  rush'd  1   High  on  a  sapphire  throne, 
Amidst  a  (lame  like  carbuncle,  sat  Love, 
Beaming  forth  living  rays  of  light  and  joy 
On  choral  crowds -of  spirits  infinite, 
In  immortality  and  glory  cloth'd  ; 
And  hymning  lofty  strains  to  minstrelsy 
Of  golden  harps  accorded  in  his  pn.ise, 
Love,  uncreate,  essential !   Love,  which  bled  ; 
Which  bleeding  blanch'd  to  purest  white  their  robes, 
And  with  eternal  gold  adorn'd  fheir  brows ! 

Dissolv'd,  methought,  and  ail  my  senses  rapt 
In  vision  beatific,  to  a  bank 
Of.  purple  amaranthus  was  I  borne 
By  a  superior  genius.     His  white  wings 
Distilling  panacea,  dove-like  spread 
Refreshing  fragrance  o'er  me  :   Firm  of  brow 
And  masculine  he  seem'd — th'  ennobling  power 
Angelic,  destin'd  in  the  human  hvart 
To  nourish  friendship's  flame!   Uprais'd  my  eyes 

#  Madame  de  la  Valiere.    This  fine  picture  Is  in  the  Chapel  of  t  e 
Carmelite  Niuis  at  Pan*. 

+  Humility. 

H 
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As  from  a  trance  returning; — u  Spirit  belov'd, 
And  honour'd  ever!"  anxious  strait  I  cried, 
"  Thrice  welcome  to  my  wishes!  Oh  impart— 
For  you  can  tell — in  these  delightful  realms 
Of  happiness  supernal,  shall  we  know — 
Say,  shall  we  meet  and  know  those  dearest  friends, 
Those  tender  relatives,  to  whose  concerns 
You,  minister  appointed  ?  Shall  we  meet 
In  mutual  amity  ?  mutual  converse  hold, 
And  live  in  love  immortal  ?  Oh  relieve 
My  aching  heart's  solicitude  ;  and  say, 
Here  shall  I  meet,  here  know,  in  boundless  bliss, 
Here  view  transported,  her,  my  life's  best  friend, 
My  sorrow's  faithful  soother!'' — Gushing  tears 
Impetuous  stopt  my  voice  ;  and  I  awoke 
To  earth,  to  night,  to  darkness,  and  a  jail ! 
April  14,  1777 

END  OF  THE  FOURTH    WEEK. 


WEEK  THE  FIFTH. 

Futurity. 

<••  To  death  devote!"  Thus  in  the  vernal  bloom 
Of  redolent  youth  and  beauty,  on  the  cross 
Hung  high  her  motto  ;*  she,  in  name  and  choice 
Of  that  far  better  part,  like  her  so  fam'd 
In  story  evangelical — sweet  saint, 
Friend  of  my  soul,  and  soother  of  my  grief, 
Shall  I  then  dread  in  age,  and  worn  with  woe, 
To  meet  the  king  of  terrors  ? — Coward  fear 

*  Miss  Mary  Bosanquet,  whose  motto,  encircling  a  cross,  Is,  "  Devoted 
to  Death."  Fiom  fourteen  years  of  age  she  dedicated  herself  to  sincere 
religion,  and  to  the  present  hour  has  persevered  in  the  most  exemrlarj 
line  of  Juty.  Her  letters  to  the  author,  ia  his  last  di»tress,  afforded  Liia 
peculiar  cuir.fort. 
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Of  what  we  all  must  meet:  The  primal  curse 

Of  our  first  father  rests  on  all  his  race, 

And  4i  Dust  to  dust,"  the  charter  of  mankind! 

But,  were  it  possible,  oh,  who  would  wish 
To  stretch  the  narrow  span,  grown  tedious,  stale, 
"With  dull  recurrence  of  the  same  dull  acts, 
Lv'u  in  its  happiest  state !   A  toilsome  rare, 
A  Mearying  round  of  clothing,  food,  and  sleep: 
^Vhile  chequer'd  over  with  a  thousand  ills 
Inevitably  painful! — In  our  frame 
Dwell  (death's  artillery)  diseases  dire, 
And  potent  to  dislodge  the  brittle  life 
With  agonies  heart-rending!  In  the  soul 
Lurks  sin,  the  serpent,  with  her  fiery  sting 
Of  sorrow,  rankling  on  the  conscience  deep, 
Source  of  all  mental  misery! — From  without, 
In  close  battalion,  a  black  troop  of  ills 
Level  their  deep-drawn  arrows  at  our  peace ; 
And  fail  not,  as  we  pass  thro'  life's  bad  road, 
To  wound  th'  unguarded  traveller  !  witness  you 
Whogroandistrcss'd  beneath  oppression'sscourge; 
Ingratitude's  sharp  tooth  ;  the  canker'd  tongue 
Of  slander  ;  fortune's  loss  ;  or  bitterer  far 
The  loss  of  fame,  and  soul-connected  friends  ! 

Thus  tax'd,  thus  wretched,  can  the  man  be  wise 
"Who  wishes  to  retain  so  poor  a  boon  ? 
Who  fears  to  render  the  deposit  up 
To  his  blest  hands  who  gave  it :   And  w  ho  thus 
Beneficent  hath  rang'd  his  moral  plan, 
Thus  good  with  evil  mix'tl ;  from  earth's  poor  love 
(School  of  probation)  suffering  man  to  wean, 
And  raise  his  hopes  to  heaven  !  Silence  then 
The  whisper  of  complaint;  low  in  the  dust 
Dissatisfaction's  demons  growl  unheard  ! 
All,  all  is  good,  all  excellent  below  : 
H  2 
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Pain  is  a  blessing  ;  sorrow  lead?  to  joy, 

Joy  permanent  and  solid  !  Every  ill 

Bears  with  its  love  paternal  :  nay,  ev'n  death, 

Grim  death  itself,  in  all  its  horrors  clad, 

Is  man's  supremcst  privilege  !  It  frees 

The  soul  from  prison,  from  foul  sin,  from  woe, 

And  gives  it  back  to'  glory,  rest,  and  God  ! 

When  will  its  \veicotr.e  message  lay  at  peace 
My  burden'd,  beating  heart? — Oh  strange!  to  point 
Thy  darts,  inexorable  tyrant,  there, 
Where  life  laughs  crown'd  with  roses;  when  these 

arms, 

Familiar  to  thy  sister  Sorrow's  fold, 
Would  so  delighted  hug  thee  !   But  thou  lov'st 
Full  oft  the  noblust  quarry,  highest  aim: 
Lov'st  unsuspected,  and  witn  silent  step, 
To  steal  on  the  secure:  Lov'st  to  deal  rcund 
Tremendous  and  impartial  thy  stern  strokes, 
Asserting  terrible  o'er  human  kind 
Thy  empire  irresistible  :   And  now 
At  monarchs,  now  at  mimics,  grinning  scorn, 
Thy  hand  indifferent  hurls  the  twanging  shaft. 

Ah,  what  a  group  of  primest  deer  lie  pierc'd 
Thou  hunter  all  victorious,  at  thy  feet; 
Since  to  that  empire  dedicate  I  fell 
From  life's  brighthope5andlanguish'dinthis  grave, 
This  living,  doJeful  sepulchre  immur'd  ! 

Not  ail  thy  gold  or  orient  pearl  could  save 
Thee,  Lubitanin's  monarch,  from  the  stroke 
Impending  long  and  dread  !  Nor,  Terrick,*  the?, 
Thy  mitre  and  thy  rochet!   Ensi-ns  blest, 
When  worn  vmh  sanctity  ;  then  surely  chang'd 
for  crown  of  gold,  and  robe  of  spotless  white  ! 

See,  neither  can  the  coronet,  nor^arb 

*  Bishop  of  London. 
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Of  ermiu'd  pomp,  from  Temple*  turn  aside 
The  K-veird  blow  ;  nor,  higher  far  in  price, 
Tii'  uplifted  shield  of  Jaussen's  honest  heart! 
Jy>!  too,  as  if  in  scorn  of  purpled  pride, 
And  all  life's  glories,  in  this  high  parade 
Funeral  marches,  tragic-actor  now, 
He  who  so  late  light  on  the  comic  sock 
Trod  the  gay  stage,  and  bade  with,  laughter's  burst 
Involuntary  the  throng'd  theatres  resound  ! 
And,  food  for  worms,  puorWoodward,  thou  no  less 
Than  patriots,  princes,  countesses,  and  priests  ! 
Death  scorns  distinctions  :   But,  despotic  power 
Cloth'd  in  his  direst  terrors,  here  he  reigns, 
Here  revels!  Herewith  bitterest  rengeance,  shakes 
O'er  trembling  convicts  his  determin'd  shaft, 
And  gluts  himself  with  horror  !  See  him  lead 
From  yonder  darksonc  cell,  all  pale  with  woe, 
That  stranger f  sinking!  who,  in  luckless  hour, 
"With  rash  hand  picrc'c  the  bosom  he  ador'd, 
Nor  drank  of  comfort  more  !  half  in  his  heart 
The  black  lance  festering  sticks ;  and  death  himself, 
Howc'er  relentless,  ere  he  drives  it  home, 
Of  strange  conimisention  feels  a  pang, 

Reluctant  to  his  ofiir? ! 

M,  that  shriek— 

Thrilling  with  dreadt-wbence  is  it  ?  '  f  is  the  voice 
Of  female  misery,  busting  thro'  the  crowd 
To  the  lone  dungeon :  Tiew  that  lovely  form,  J 

*  County  of  Temple. 

t  Alluding  to  Tolosa,  a  p<xr  unhappy  Soaniard,  lately  executed  for 
:u?r  of  hi*  female  fr-.etl.     He  took  scarce  any  sustenance  from 
i  he  time  of  the  fact,  and  was  l.ore  than  half  dead  when  convened  to  the 
place  of  execution. 

t  This  also  allude?  to  a  mi^iable  catfl-.trophe,  which  happTird  here 

on  t!ic  mornir.2  of  a  late  execkioQ.    The  poor  young  woman  w  ho  came 

.(3  !.-iiim  bv  .     As  soon  as  the  hus- 

bar.il't  fetters  were  knocked  of,  he  stpjv^.rd  a  id-%  and  cut  hit  throat  ir. 

H  :-> 
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Deck'd  in  the  neatest  white — yet  not  so  white 
And  wan  as  her  wild  visage:   "  Keep  me  not," 
Raving  she  cries,  "  Keep  me  not,  cruel,  from  him. 
lie  dies  this  rr.orn  ;  1  know  it :  he's  condemu'd  ; 
The  dreadful  judge  has  done  it!  lie  must  die, 
My  husband!  and  I'm  come,  elad  in  my  best, 
To  go  and  suffer  with  him  !  I  have  brought 
Sweet  flowers  to  cheer  him,  and  to  strew  his  corse. 
Pale,  pale,  and  speechless  lies  it! — Husband,  come! 
The  little  infant,  fruit  of  our  glad  loves, 
Smil'd  on  me,  as  with  parting  breath  1  blest, 
And  kiss'd  the  dear  babe  for  tiiee !  Tis  but  young; 
'Tis  tender  yet ; — seven  days  is  young  in  life  : 
Angels  will  guard  my  little  innocent : 
They'll  feed  it,  tho'  thou  couldst  not  find  it  food, 
And  its  poor  mother  too! — And  so  thou  dy'st! 
For  me  and  it  thou  dy'st .'   But  not  alone  ; 
Thou  shalt  not  go  alone  :  I  will  die  with  thee  : 
Sweet  mercy  be  upon  us  !  Hence,  hence,  hence  J" 
Impetuous  then  her  white  arms  round  his  neck 
She  threw ;  and,  with  deep  groans  would  pierce 

a  rock, 

Sunk  fainting.     Oh  the  husband's,  father'*  pangs, 
Stopping  all  utterance!  Up  to  heaven  he  roll'd 
His  frantic  eyes;  and,  staring  wildly  round 
In  desperation's  madness,  b  his  heart 
Drove  the  destructive  steel! — Fell  death, 
Wouldst  thou  a  fuller  triunph  ! — Oh  my  wife, 
How  dismal  to  our  ears  the  ;hrieks,  the  groans  !— 
And  what  a  crowd  of^wild  deas  press 
Distracting  on  the  soul!  u Merciful  Heaven, 
In  pity  spare  us !  Say,  it  if  enough, 
And  bid  the  avenging  ange  stay  his  hand !" 

a  dismal  manner,  but  not  ouite  sufficienly  to  finish  his  existence  .'—and 
in  that  shocking  state— paid  tin  debt— #  the  deitined  place. 
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Death  bars  the  plea;  and  with  his  thundering 

stalk 

ttrushing  beside  us,  calls,  in  solemn  sound, 
Jleed  to  his  dart  grief-pointed.     Its  keen  stroke, 
Ah,  gentle  Eleonora  I*  gives  at  once 
Relief  to  thy  o'er-burden'd  breast!  to  ours 
Anguish  unutterable!  'Tis  ours  he  wounds, 
Thou  amiable  friend  ! — whose  languid  eye 
Ne'er  rai&'d  a  look  from  earth  since  that  sad  hour 
When  sunk  my  sun!  Thou,  who  from  earliest  youth 
Hast  humbly  sought  thy  God,  thou  art  at  peace: 
Happy,  thrice  happy,  on  that  golden  shore, 
Where  from  the  tossing  of  these  troublous  waves 
We  soon  shall  land.     Oh  stay,  affectionate, 
Oh  wait  and  welcome  us  !  Or,  if  in  Heaven 
Ji't'St  saints  retain  concern  for  those  on  earth 
iield  in  the  dearest  amity,  become 
Thy  darling  sister's  guardian  !  As  from  youth, 
From  childhood's  dawn  her  dear  maternal  guide, 
Be  now.  lov'd  spirit,  in  this  hour  of  woe. 
Her  angel-comfort,  her  support!  Alas, 
What  talk  I  of  support!  thou  mercy's  God  ! 
When  all  her  conduct,  by  thy  grace  inspir'd — 
When  all  her  patient  gentleness  and  love, 
Her  fortitude  unparallel'd,  and  peace, 
Have  thee  their  Author:   He  the  glory  thine! 

liut  say,  my  soul,  'midst  these  alarming  calls, 
This  dread  familiarity  with  death  ; 
Our  common  debt,  from  infancy's  first  cry 
Denounc'd,  expected,  tho*  its  sure  approach 
Lurks  in  uncertainty's  obscurest  night ; — 
Our  common  debt,  which  babes  and  palsied  seers, 
Princes  and  pilgrims,  equally  must  pay  !— 

#  Mrs'Dodd's  sister ;  who,  in  the  midst  of  our  sorrows,  did— what  she 
never  did  before— augment  them,  by  dying  of  a  heart  broken  wi 
for  oar  ca^nury.    Oh  misery  ! 
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Say,  canst  thou  feel  reluctance  to  discharge 
The  claim  inevitable  ?  Senseless  he, 
AY  ho  in  life's  gaudiest  moments  fondly  strives 
To  turn  his  eyes  unheeding  from  the  view 
Instructive.     'Midst  those  moments,  deep  it  dwelt 
On  my  reflecting  mind  !*  a  mind  which  liv'd 
More  in  the  future  than  the  present  world  ; 
"Which,  frequent  call'd  by  duty's  solemn  voice 
From  earth's  low  scenes,  on  those  sublimer  far 
Hath  ever  thought  delighted  ;  and  those  thoughts 
Conveying  to  mankind,  in  them  desires 
Jts  real  transcript,  its  resemblance  true 
May  be  survey'd — the  picture  of  itself. 
For,  whatsoe'er  may  be  our  earthly  state, 
The  mind's  the  man.     My  humble  labours,  then, 
When  rests  my  parts  corporeal  in  the  dust, 
3Tang  up  my  living  portrait ! — And  to  gire 
Those  labours  all  their  force,  summon'd  I  stand 
By  awful  providence,  to  realize 
The  theoretic  lessons  I  have  taught. 
And  lo  !  composed,  I  fix  my  dying  seal 
In  attestation  to  their  truth,  their  power, 
Felt  at  my  heart,  my  inmost  conscience  felt  ; 
Imparting  triumph  o'er  life's  love  ;  o'er  death 
Consummate  exultation  !  while  iny  soul 
Longs  tu  go  forth,  and  pants  for  endless  day  ! 
But  who  can  wonder,  that  amidst  the  woes, 
Like  a  swoln  torrent,  which  with  frightful  roar 
Have  burst  destructive  o'er  me  ;  'mitlst  the  loss 
Of  all  things  dear,  Fame,  Honour,  Peace  and 

Rest; 

Amidst  the  cruel  spoiling  of  my  goods. 
The  bitterest  rancour  of  cnvenoni'd  spite, 

*  Reflections  or.  Death— Thoughts  On  Ej.i,hiT.}~SfrT:o::  r 
Knov  ledge,  ^-c. 


THOUGHTS  IN  PRISON.  93 

And  calumny  unfeeling  ;* — what  surprise 
That  my  wean'd  soul,  above  this  \\ordly  wreck, 
V,Tith  anxious  expectation  waits  the  call 
From  melancholy  mourning  and  dim  grief, 
To  everlasting  gladness?   Powerful  Hope, 
And  all-suiiicient  to  sustain  the  soul, 
Tho'  walking  thro'  the  darkest  vale  of  M'oe ! 
Who  shall  disprove  that  Hope?  or  who  pretend 
By  subtle  sophistry  that  soul  to  rob 
Of  its  chief  anchor,  choicest  privilege 
And  noblest  consolation — '•'  Stedfdst  Faith 
In  great  Futurity's  extended  scene  : 
Eternity  of  Being  !"  All  things  round 
Arise  in  brightest  proof  :  1  see  it,  feel  it, 
Thro'  all  my  faculties,  thro'  all  my  powers, 
Pervading  irresistible.     Each  groan 
Sentrronitm  sorrowing  heart;  each  scalding  tear 
From  my  convicted  eyes ;  each  fervent  prayer 
By  im-ek  repentance  offei'd  up  to  Heaven, 
Asserts  my  immortality  !  proclaims 
A  pardoning  Deity  and  future  world, 
Nor  less  the  thought,    chill?    comfortless,    ab- 

hor'd, 

Of  loath'd  annihilation! — From  the  view 
Humiliating,  mean,  unworthy  man, 
Almost  unworthy  reptiles,  glad  I  turn, 
And  triumph  in  existence  !  Nay,  each  ill 
And  every  mundane  trouble  preaches  loud 
The  same  important  truth.     I  read  it  fair 
And  legibly  engrav'd  on  all  below  : 
On  all  the  inequalities  discern'd 
In  this  perplexing,  mix'd,  and  motley  scene; 

*  Numberless  letters  of  a  m»st  unchristian,  horrid,  and  cruel  nature, 
were  continually  scut  to  him  in  the  hdglit  of  l\i»  t!i-.tre;>se!>.  Yet  ^ome 
of  these  letters  were  Bubsuribeil,  a  Lady,  a  Christian,  or  a  Christian 
brother. 
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In  every  rank  and  order  of  mankind  ;* 
Kay.  in  the  wisest  system  of  our  laws, 
Inadequate,  imperfect — and  full  oft 
Unjust  and  cruel  ;  in  this  dismal  jail. 
And  in  the  proudest  palaces  alike 
1  read,  and  glory  to  trace  out  the  mark 
Irrefragably  clear  of  future  lifej 
Of  retribution's  just  and  equal  state. 

So  reason  urges  j  while  fair  Nature's  self, 
At  this  sweat  season+,  joyfully  throws  in 
Her  attestation  lovely  ;  bids  the  sun, 
All-bounteous,  pour  his  vivifying  light, 
To  rouse  and  waken  from  their  wiut'ry  death 
The  vegetable  tribe !  Fresh  from  their  graves. 
At  his  resistless  summons,  start  they  forth, 
A  verdant  resurrection  !  In  each  plant, 
pach  flower,  each  tree  to  blooming  life  restor'd, 
I  trace  the  pledge,  the  earnest,  and  the  type 
Of  man's  revival,  of  his  future  rise 
And  victory  o'er  the  grave — compcllM  to  yield 
Her  sacred,  rich  deposit,  from  the  seed 
Corrupt  and  mortal,  and  immortal  frame 
Glorious  and  incorruptible  ;  like  his, 
The  Sun  of  Righteousness,  whose  living  power 
The  mighty  work  shall  operate!  Yes,  bright  source 
Of  spiritual  life! — the  immaterial  world 
Pervading,  quickening,  gladdening — in  the  rays 
Full-orb'd  of  Revelation,  thy  prime  gift, 
I  view  display'd,  magnificent,  and  full, 
What  reason,  nature,  in  dim  darkness  teach, 
Tho'  visible,  not  distinct :  I  read  with  joy 

*  Sse  Maclea  ne's  Answer  to  Jenyns,  &c.  p.  52. 

t  Spring.  Sec  my  Poem  on  the  Epiphany,  ver.  151,  &c.  I  would 
have  that  Poem  considered,  in  dependence  with  this,  as  my  serious 
thoughts  on  these  awhil  suljcctF,  in  an  early  period  of  my  life;  and 
xvhicli,  in  this  laxt  uid  dreadful  one,  I  find  no  reason  to  alter. 
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Man's  high  prerogative  ;  transported  read 

The  certain,  clear  discovery  of  life 

And  immortality,  announced  by  thee, 

Parent  of  truth,  celestial  Visitant, 

Fountain  of  all  intelligence  divine! 

Of  that  high  immortality  the  King, 

And  of  that  life  the  Author!  How  man  mounts, 

Mounts  upon  angel- wings,  when  fief'd,  secur'd 

In  that  sublime  inheritance!  when  seen 

As  a  terrestrial  stranger  here  ;  a  god 

Confin'd  awhile  in  prison  of  the  flesh, 

Soon,  soon  to  soar,  and  meet  his  brother  gods, 

His  fellows,  in  eternity  J — How  creeps, 

How  grovels  human  nature  I   What  a  worm. 

An  insect  of  an  hour,  poor,  sinful,  sad  ; 

Dcspis'd  and  despicable,  reptile. like 

Crawls  man,  his  moment  on  his  ant-hill  here  : 

— Marking  his  little  shining  path  with  slime — 

If  limited  to  earth's  brief  round 

His  painful,  narrow  views  !  Like  the  poor  moth, 

By  lights  delusive  to  destruction  led  ; 

Still  struggling  oft  its  horrors  to  evade, 

Still  more  and  more  involv'd  ;  in  flames  he  lives 

His  transient,  toilsome  minute,  and  expires 

In  suffocating  smoke. 

Hume,  thou  art  gone  ! 
Amidst  the  catalogue  of  those  mow'd  down 
By  time's  huge  scythe,  late  noted:*  Thou,  be  sure, 
Wast  not  forgotten]  Author,  thou  hast  gainM 
Thy  vast  ambition's  summit:   Fame  was  thine; 
Wealth  too,  beyond  thy  amplest  wish's  bound, 
Encompass'd  thee:  And  lo,  the  pageant  ends  I 
For  who,  without  compassion's  generous  tear, 

*  See  Mr  Hume's  Life,  written  by  himsdf ;  with  a  letter  bjDrStr.itb . 
giriag  aw  account  of  his  death, 
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Thy  mind  at  once  capacious  and  humane, 
Can  view,  to  truth,  to  hope  immortal  dead  ? 
Thy  penetrating  reason,  subtile,  strong, 
Hoodwink'd  by  dark  infatuation's  veil ; 
And  all  thy  fine  and  manly  sense  em  ploy  Mj 
Ev'n  on  eternity's  thrice  awful  verge, 
To  triiif  with  the  wonders  of  a  state 
Respectably  alarming  !  of  a  state 
Whose  b  'ing  gives  to  man — had  given  to  thee 
(Accepted  by  the  humble  hand  of  faiih) 
True  g'ory.  solid  fame,  and  boundless  wealth! 
Treasures  that  wax  not  old. 

Oh  the  high  blessings  of  humility  ! 
Man's  iirst  and  richest  grace!  Of  virtue,  truth, 
Knowledge,  and  exaltation,  certain  source, 
And  most  abundant :   Pregnant  of  all  good  ; 
And,  poor  in  show,  to  treasures  infinite 
Infallibly  conducting  :  her  sure  gift ! 
So,  when  old  Hyems  has  deform' d  the  year, 
We  view,  on  fam'd  Burgundia's  craggy  cliffs, 
The  slow  vines,  scarce  distinct,  on  the  brown  earth 
Neglected  lie  and  grovelling  ; — promise  poor 
From  plaut  so  humble,  of  the  swelling  grape    " 
In  glowing  clusters  purpling  oVr  the  hills  :  — 
"When  all  impregnating  rolls  forth  the  sun, 
And  from  the  mean  stalk  pours  a  luscious  flood 
Of  juice  ncctareous  thro'  the  laughing  land  ! 

iServous  essayist!  haply  bad  thy  pen, 
Of  masculine  ability,  this  thfrne 
Puri-u'd  intelligent ;  from  lowly  heart 
Delineating  true  the  features  mild 
Of  genuine  humility  ;  mankind 
Now  'wilder'd  by  thy  sophistry,  had  bless'd 
And  honoured  well  thy  teaching  :   Whilst  thyself 
Secure  had  sail'd  and  happy  :  nor  been  cast 
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On  pride's  black  rocks,  or  empty  scorn's  bleak 

shore ! 

Proud  scorn,  how  poor  and  blind— how  it  atonce 
Destroys  the  sight,  and  makes  us  think  we  see ! 
While  desperate  ridicule  in  wit's  wild  hands 
Implants  a  dangerous  weapon!   How  it  warps 
From  clear  discernment,  and  conclusions  just, 
Ev'n  captive  reason's  self!  How  gay  soe'er— 
(Ah  misplac'd  gaiety  on  such  a  theme) 
In  life's  last  hour  ! — on  Charon's  crazy  bark, 
On  Tartarus  and  Elysium,  and  the  pomp 
Solemn  and  dreaded  of  dark  pagans'  Hell ! 
Thy  reasoning  powers  knew  well,  full  well  to  draw 
Deductions  true  from  fables  gross  as  these, 
By  poets'  fancy  heighten'd!  Well  thou  knew'st 
Fables  like  these,  familiar  to  mankind 
In  every  nation,  every  clime,  thro'  earth 
Widely  disseminate,  thro'  earth  proclaim'd 
In  language  strong,  intelligent  and  clear, 
"  A  future  state  retributive:"  Thon  knew'st. 
That  in  each  age  the  wise  embrac'd  the  truth, 
And  gloried  in  a  hope,  how  dim  soe'er, 
Which  thou,  amidst  the  blaze,  the  noon.day  blaze 
Of  Christian  information,  madly  scorn'dst 
And  diedst  insulting  !  Hail  of  ancient  times, 
Worthies  and  fam'd  believers!  Plato,  hail! 
And  thou,  immortal  Socrates,  of  Rome 
Prime  ornament  and  boast !  My  Tully,  hail ! 
Friend  and  companion  of  my  studious  life; 
In  eloquence  and  sound  philosophy 
Alike  superlative!  with  minds  enlarg'd, 
Yet  teachable  and  modest,  how  ye  sought, 
You  and  your  kindred  souls — how  daily  dug 
For  wisdom  as  the  labourer  in  the  mines ! 
How  grop'd,  in  fancy's  and  dark  fable's  night. 


US  THOUGHTS  IN  PRISON. 

Yo;-r  wav  assiduous,  painful!   How  discern'd 
By  the  mind's  trembling,  unassisted  light — 
(Or,  haply,  aidrd  l)y  a  scattered  ray 
Of  distant  revelation,  half  extinct) 
The  glimmer  of  a  dawn  ;  the  twinkling  star 
Of  day-light  far  remote!  how  sigh'd  sincere 
For  fuller  information  !  and  how  long'd, 
How  panted  for  admission  to  that  world 
OVr  which  hung  veils  impervious!  sages,  yes, 
Your  search  ingenuous  proves  it:  every  page 
Immortal  of  your  writings  speaks  this  truth  ! 
Here,  ye  minute  philosophers  ;  ye  herd 
Of  mean  half-thinkers,  who  chief  glory  place 
In  boldness  to  arraign  and  judge  your  God, 
And  think  that  singularity  is  sense! 
Hear,  and  be  humbled:  Socrates  himself* — 
And  him  you  boast  your  master — would  have  fall'n 
In  humble,  thankful  reverence  at  the  feet 
Of  Jesus,  and  drank  wisdom  from  his  tongue ! 
Divinest  Fountain  !  from  the  copious  stream 
Then  drink  we  freely,  gladly,  plenteous  draughts 
Of  ever-living  wisdom  ;   knowledge  clear, 
And  otherwise  attainless  of  that  state 
Supernal,  glorious  ;  where,  in  angel-form 
And  angel-blessedness,  from  Death's  dread  pow'r, 
From  Sun's  dominion,  and  from  Sorrow's  sense 
Emancipated  ever,  we  shall  share 
Complete,  uninterrupted,  boundless  bliss; 
Inccsbant  ilowing  forth  from  God's  right  hand, 
Well  of  perennial  joy  if  Our  moral  powers, 
By  perfect  pure  benevolence  enlarged. 
With  universal  sympathy,  shall  glow 

*  Alluding  to  Lis  celebrated  wish  of  divine  illumination  from  some  su- 
perior power. 

t  See  Psalm  x;v.  2. 
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Love's  flame  ethereal!  And  from  God  himself, 
Love's  primal  source,  and  ever-blessing  sun, 
Receive,  and  round  communicate  the  warmth 
Of  gladness  and  of  glory  !  Then  shall  rule, 
From  dn-gs  of  sordid  intercut  defecate, 
Immortal  friendship.     Then  too  shall  we  (race — 
With  minds  congenial  and  a  thirst  for  truth 
Sincere  and  simple,  the  Creator's  works, 
lllumin'd  by  the  intellectual  sou!, 
Ilefm'd,  exalted  !— Aui  rating  thought ! 
To  talk  with  Plato,  or  with  Newton  tread 
Thro'  empyrean  space  the  boundless  track 
Of  stars  erratic,  or  the  comet  vague 
With  fiery  lustre  wandering  thro'  the  depths 
Of  the  blue  void,  exhaustless,  infinite  : 
While  all  its  wonders,  all  its  mystic  use, 
Expand  themselves  to  the  admiring  sight! 

Descending  then  from  the  celestial  range 
Of  planetary  worlds,  how  blest  to  walk 
And  trace  with  thee,  nature's  true  lover,  Hale, 
• — In  science  sage  and  venerable — trace 
Thro'  vegetation's  principle,  the  God  ! 
Read  in  each  tube,  capillary,  and  root, 
In  every  leaf  and  blossom,  fruit  and  flower, 
Creative  energy,  consummate  art, 
Beauty  and  bounty  blended  and  complete! 
Oh  what  a  burst  of  wisdom  and  delight, 
Intelligence  and  pleasure,  to  engage 
Th'  enraptur'd  mind  for  ages!  Twere  too  short 
Eternity  itself,  with  reasoning  quest 
Te  search,  to  contemplate  great  nature's  God 
Thro' all  his  nature's  works!  Suns,  stars,  and  skies, 
With  ail  their  vast  and  elemental  store: 
Seas,  with  their  finny  myriads:   birds  that  win 
With  glittering  pinions  the  elastic  air, 
12 
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And  fill  the  woods  with  music :  Animals, 

That  fe-ed,  that  clothe,  that  labour  for  their  lord, 

Proud  man  ;  and  half  up  to  his  reason  climb 

By  instinct  marvellous!  Fruits,  that  infinite 

In  glow  and  taste  refresh  creation's  toil  ; 

And  Hovers  that  rich  in  scent  their  incense  sweet 

— Delicious  ottering  both  to  God  and  man — 

Breathe  free  from  velvet  variegated  hues. 

And  speak  celestial  kindness  then  from  these 

His  lesser  wonders — Fam'd  anatomists, 

Ye,  who  with  scrupulous,  but  still  painful  search, 

Pore  doubtful  in  the  dark  recess  of  life  ; — 

Then  turn  we,  Cheselden,  to  man  ;  so  form'd 

With  fear  and  wonder  by  the  master-hand, 

And  learn  we,  from  discovery  of  the  springs 

Of  this  divine  automation  :  the  blood 

In  nimble  currents  coursing  thro'  the  veins 

And  purple  arteries  ;  the  fibres  fine  ; 

The  tubal  nerves,  so  ramified  and  quick 

To  keen  sensation  ;  all  the  various  parts 

So  complicate,  yet  distinct;  adapted  each 

Its  functions  with  minuteness  to  fulfil, 

While  to  the  one  great  end  concurring  all 

With  harmony  unvarying! — Learn  we  hence 

The  wisdom  exquisite,  which  gave  to  life, 

To  motion,  this  his  prime,  his  chief  machine! 

And  superadded,  in  his  love's  display, 

The  soul's  superior,  intellectual  rule, 

Connexion  wonderful  !  and  till  that  hour 

Of  all. expanding  knowledge,  to  man's  mind 

Inexplicable  still,  and  still  unknown  ! 

How  ris^  upon  the  thought,  to  truth  attest, 
Truths  new  a'nd  interesting,  'midst  this  field 
Of  universal  science! — Nor  shall  then 
The  spiriis  seat  and  influence  on  our  frame, 
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Gross  and  material,  be  alone  evolv'd 
To  our  astonish'd  view.     Spirit  itself, 
Its  nature,  properties,  distinctions,  powers, 
— Deep  subject  of  investigation  deep, 
And  chief  resolver  of  man's  anxious  doubts  ; 
Tho'  to  his  sight  impossible,  or  search,, 
While  darken'd  by  mortality  — shall  rise, 
Soon  as  he  bursts  the  barrier  of  the  grave, 
Clear  and  familiar  on  his  sight  cnlarg'd  : 
Seen  in  himself,  beatify'd,  and  cloth'd 
With  spiritual  glory  :  in  the  angelic  world 
Seen  and  admir'd.     And — oh  ecstatic  view, 
W  hose  sight  is  perfect  bliss,  transforming,  pure* — 
Seen  and  ador'd  in  Thee,  great  first  and  la^t, 
Sole,  self-existing  Thou  the  gracious  cause 
Of  all  existence  ;  infinitely  blest, 
Yet  pleas'd  with  life  and  being  to  impart 
That  blessing  to  innumerous  creatures  round  ! 
Spirit  of  the  universe,  thro'  all  diffus'd, 
And  animating  all  S   Dread  Triune  God,-f- 
With  beams  exhaustless  of  eternal  love, 
Of  life,  of  glory,  from  thy  central  throne 
Shining  beneficent:  and  kindling  warm 
Jn  every  being  subject  to  thy  rule. 
Devotion's  rapture  and  thanksgiving's  song; 
Mellifluous  songs,  and  hallelujahs  high! 
New  wonders  elevate!  For  not  alone 

*  There  must  he  sympathy  in  the  future  state,  to  render  it  uniformly 
complete  and  pcifcc:.  We  can  have  no  pleasure  in  God,  or  God  in  us, 
hut  f^om  that  sympathy  arising  from  similitude.  We  must  be  made  h/.e 
God,  to  enjoy  beatific  "vision.  Brinfr  a  bad  man  to  Hoaver.,  wi-h  a  soul 
incrusted  and  sensualized,  he  would  have  no  pleasure  in  it ;  nor  could 
he  endure  the  sight,  any  more  than  reptilrs  that  grovel  in  a  cave  airiuat 
tilth  and  darkne*;,  could  endure  the  splendours  of  the  mid  day  sun. 
Shakespeare's  description  is,  in  this  v.evr,  highly  animated  : 

"  For  vice,  tho'  to  a  radimt  angel  link'd, 

Would  sate  itself  in  a  celestial  bed, 

And  prey  on  garbage." 

f  See  Maeleane's  Answer  to  Jenyns,  p.  72. 
13 
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tty  contemplation  up  to  nature's  God 
From  nature's  works  ascending,  shall  the  soul 
Beatified  receive  in  future  bliss 
Accessions  of  delight  thro'  endless  day  : 
Lo,  what  a  scene,  engaging  and  profound, 
Presents  itself,  the  darkening  curtain  drawn — 
From  the  high  acts  of  Providence,  display 'd 
In  one  clear  view  consistent;  in  one  end 
Important,  grand,  concentring  :  one  design 
Superlatively  gracious,  through  the  whole 
Pursued  invariable;  even  from  the  hour 
When   pass'd   the   sentence    on    the   serpent's 

head. 

To  that  thrice. awful  moment,  when  the  Son 
His  victor. car  o'er  death  and  hell  shall  drive 
Triumphant,  and  bolt  fast  the  gates  of  timeJ 

Unroli'd  the  mystic  volume,  we  behold, 
In  characters  of  wisdom  strong  pourtray'd, 
The  rise  anil  fall  of  empires  :  in  thy  hand 
Omnipotent,  or  instruments  of  good, 
Or  of  thy  justice  punitive  and  dread 
Awful  dispensers !  There,  of  heroes,  kings, 
Sages,  and  saints,  of  prophets  and  of  priests, 
Thy  distributions,  difficult  but  wise, 
Discerning,  shall  we  gratefully  adore  : 
And  in  the  long,  long  chain  of  seeming  chance. 
And  accidents  fortuitous,  shall  trace 
Omniscience  all. combining,  guiding  all ! 
No  dispensations  then  will  seem  too  hard, 
Through  temporary  ills  to  blissful  life 
Leading,  tho'  labyrinthal  !  All  will  shine 
In  open  day  :  all,  o'er  the  mighty  plan, 
Discover  Thee,  with  wisdom  infinite 
Presiding  glorious  :  All  thy  steadfast  truth, 
And  love  paternal,  manifest ;  while  faili 


THOUGHTS  IN  PRISOX.  J03 

The  prostrate  world  of  spirits,  angels,  saints, 
Jn  adoration's  homage  'fore  thy  throne! 

Not  to  our  earth,  or  earth's  poor  confines  bound : 
The  soul  dilated,  glorified  and  free, 
On  seraph's  wings  shall  soar,  and  drink  in  glad, 
New  draughts  of  high  delight  from  each  survey 
Of  its  Creator's  kingdoms !   Pit-as*  d  shall  pass 
From  star  to  star  ;  from  planetary  worlds, 
And  systems  far  remote,  to  systems,  worlds 
Uemoter  still,  in  boundless  depths  of  space  ; 
Each  peopled  with  its  myriads :  and  shall  learn 
The  wise  and  strict  dependence  of  the  whole; 
Concatenation  striking  of  thy  works, 
A 11. perfect,  mighty  Master!   Wonder-lost 
In  the  vast  view  of  systems  numberless, 
All  regular,  in  one  eternal  round 
Of  beauteous  ordel  rolling!  All  designed 
With  skill  consummate,  tending  to  oue  goal  : 
And  manifesting  all.  in  characters 
Transparent  as  the  diamond's  brilliant  blaze, 
Their  Sovereign  Kuler's  unity  of  will, 
His  all-efficient  wisdom,  and  his  love, 
In  grace  and  glory  infinite  ;  the  chain 
Connecting  firn?,  and  thro'  its  every  link 
Transfusing  life's  ineffable  delights ! 
Oh  goodness  providential !  sleepless  care  ! 
Intent,  as  ever  blest,  to  bless  the  whole ! 
What  plaudits  from  that  whole  arc  due,  shall  burst 
From  full  creation's  universal  cl.oir ! 

Then,  oh  transporting !  shall  the  scheme  pro- 

found, 

Heaven's  labour,  and  of  angels  anxious  thought 
Sublimest  meditation  ;  then  shall  blaze 
In  fullest  glory  on  the  race  redeem'd, 
{ledemption's  boundless  mercy ! — High  iu  HeaVn, 
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To  millions  blest,  rejoicing  in  its  grace, 
And  hymning  all  its  bounties,  shall  the  cross, 
Thy  cross,  all-conquering  Satiour,  be  display'cl, 
While  seraphs  yeil  their  glories,  and  while  men 
Thronging  innumerable,  prostrate  fall 
Before  thy  feet,  and  to  the  bleeding  Lamb 
Ascribe  their  free  salvation  !  — 

'Midst  that  throng 

Of  spirits  justified,  and  thro'  thy  blood 
Cleans'd,  perfected,  and  blest,  might  I  be  found, 
To  scenes  so  high  exalted  ;  to  such  views 
Ennobling  brought,  such  intellect  refin'd, 
Such  light  and  love,  such  holiness  and  peace; 
Such  spheres  of  science,  and  such  realms  of  rest! 
Ah,  how  I'd  scorn  the  passage  strait  of  death, 
How  doleful  e'er  and  horrid!   How  I'd  look 
With  steadfastness  unshaken  thro'  the  grave, 
And  smile  o'er  all  its  sadness!  How  1M  rise 
Exulting,  great  Forerunner,  o'er  the  waves 
And  bitterness  of  life!    How,  SHiiling,  court 
Kv'n  the  fell  hand  of  horror,  to  dismiss 
From  earth,  from  darkness,  my  delighted  soul 
To  Heaven,  to  God,  and  everlasting  day  ! 

Teacher  of  truth,  blest  Jesu!— On  the  throne 
Of  majesty  co-equal,  thou  who  siti'st 
From  all  eternity  in  glory's  blaze 
With  thy  Almighty  Father!  Thou,  benign, 
From  bosom  of  that  Father  ha.^t  brought  down 
Intel  igence  to  man  of  this  blest  state 
Consolatory,  rational  ;  and  fraught 
VVhh  every  good  beyond  the  highest  reach 
Of  man's  supreme  conception  !  How  shall  then 
In  equal  language  man  his  homage  pay, 
Or  grateful  laud  thy  guodiuss!  Sons  of  Greece, 
Or  ye,  who  in  old  times,  of  sevenfold  Nile, 
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Proud  Tiber,  or  the  Ganges'  sacred  flood 
Religious  drank,  and  to  your  demons  dark 
Paid  superstition's  tribute  ; — tho'  I  trace 
Delighted,  iti  your  visions  of  the  world 
Beyond  the  grave,  your  dreams  of  future  life— - 
Proofs  of  that  life's  firm  credence,  of  your  faith 
In  the  soul's  deathless  nature ; — yet  vvith  tears 
Of  human  pity,  humbled  o'er  the  sense 
Of  human  imbecility,  I  read 
Your  future  fables,  puerile  and  poor  ; 
To  the  soul's  life,  to  virtue's  godlike  love 
Unanimating,  useless  ;  while  illnm'd 
By  gospel. splendor — else,  no  doubt,  as  daik 
And  worthy  pity— owns  niy  heart  rejoic'd, 
That  gospel's  eminence  of  wisdom,  truth, 
And  heavenly  emanation,  in  its  traits 
Of  future  life  superlatively  drawn  ! 

And  who  could  paint  that  life,  that  scene  describe 
Immortal,  and  all-glorious,  from  the  vit-w 
Of  mortals  shrouded  evftr — save  the  Son, 
Who  from  Eternity  that  life  enjoy 'd  ; 
And  came  in  condescension  to  reveal 
A  glimpse  of  its  perfection  to  mankind  ? 

Presumption  vain  and  arrogant  in  men, 
To  think  of  sketching  with  his  weak,  faint  line, 
A  scene  so  much  above  him !  And  behold 
That  vain  presumption  punish'd  as  it  ought, 
In  Araby's  Imposture,  dark  and  lewd; 
Who  dar'd,  with  temporary  follies  fraught, 
And  low  self-interest,  stalking  in  the  van 
Of  mad  ambition's  route — to  cheat  his  train, 
Peluded  by  liis  darlings,  with  the  hope 
Of  sensual  ravishment,  and  carnal  joys 
Perpetual  in  the  Paradise  of  God  ; 
Reserv'd— for  SOBS  of  murder  and  of  lust  J 
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Shame  on  the  impious  madness ! — Nor  less  shame 
Must  truth  indignant  dart  on  those  who  boa;»t 
Exclusive  Christianity  ;  yet  dare, 
Presumptuous,  in  their  fancied  penal  fire 
To  fetter  the  free  soul,   u  till  the  f /ul  sins 
Done  in  its  days  of  nature  be  purg'd  out 
And  burn'd  away;"*  unless  by  lucky  chance 
The  oft- repeated  mass,  thro'  potent  gold — 
All- sacred  influence! — gain'd,  unlocks  the  door 
Of  dismal  prison-house,  and  gives  the  soul 
Enfranchis'd,  up  to  Peter's  better  care  ! 

Preposterous,  weak  delusion!  strange  reproach 
To  Christian  sapience,  and  to  manly  sense! 
But  not  to  Christ's  true  gospel,  and  the  code 
Of  Revelation  pure ;  before  whose  light, 
Resplendently  informing,  fables  old 
Like  these,  and  vain  (of  ignorance  the  birth, 
Of  coinage,  sacerdotal,  in  an  age 
Of  gross  Cimmerian  darkness)  growling  hide 
Their  ignominious  heads :  as  birds  of  night, 
Reptiles,  and  beasts  of  prey  before  the  sun 
Mounting  the  misty  hills,  in  splendor  rob'd, 
And  beaming  all  around  refulgent  day  ! 

Other,  far  other  from  that  luminous  code 
Breaks  on  the  rational,  enlighten'd  mind 
In  perfect  beauty  that  exalted  state, 
Of  whose  high  excellence  our  sight  hath  dai'J, 
How  di<n  soe'er,  to  take  an  humble  glimpse, 
And  peep  into  its  wonders  !  But  what  tongue 
Of  man  in  language  adequate  can  tell. 
What  mortal  pencil  worthily  pourtray 
That  excellence,  those  wonders— where  nor  death, 
Nor  sin,  nor  pain  shall  enter  ever ; — where, 
Each  ill  excluded,  every  good  shall  reign  ; 

*  See  Hamltt. 
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Whore  day  shall  n^Vr  decline  ;  b-it  ceaseless  light 
The  Lamb's  eternal  lustre — blazing  bless 
With  salutary  glory  !   where  shall  smilo 
One  spring  unvarying  ;  and  glad  nature  teem 
Spontaneous  ^yith  exuberance  of  boun'y  ! 
Where,  in  immortal  heallhi  the  frame  subiim'd, 
Refin'd,  exal  ed  thro*  the  chymic  grave, 
In  union  with  the  soul  made  perfect,  pure, 
And  to  the  likeness  ot  its  God  transform'd, 
Shall  find  for  every  sense  divine  employ, 
Gratification  ample,  exquisite. 
Angelical,  and  holy  :  Chief  in  sight, 
In  vision  beatific  of  its  God  ; 
In  blest  communion  of  his  love  ;  in  praise 
High  choral  praise,  strung  to  the  golden  harp 
In  unison  eternal,  with  the  throng, 
Thousands  of  thousands  that  surround  the  throne, 
And  feel  his  praise,  their  glory,  and  their  bliss! 
There  too  his  works  constant  th'  adoring  soul 
Shall  pleas'd  investigate  ;  and  constant  find 
Fresh  \vell-springofdelight;  there  constant  share 
The  lov'd  society  and  converse  high 
Of  all  the  good,  the  wise,  the  truly  great 
Of  every  age  and  clime  ;  with  saints  and  seers 
Divine  communication  holding,  rapt 
Perpetually  in  new  and  deep  displays 
Of  wisdom  boundless,  and  of  perfect  love. 
Then  too,  oh  joy  !  amidst  this  blaze  of  good, 
This  consummation  rich  of  highest  bliss  ; 
Then  shall  we  meet — meet  never  more  to  part, 
Dear,  dear  departed  friends  i  and  then  enjoy 
Eternal  amity.     My  parents  then, 
My  youth's  companions  I* — From  my  moisten'd 

cheeks 

*  See  Thought*  on  the  Epiphany,  ver.  331,  &c. 
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Dry  the  unworthy  tear!  Where  artthou,  Death? 

Is  this  a  cause  for  mourning  ? — What  a  state 

Of  happiness  exalted  lies  before  me! 

Lo,  my  bared  bosom!  Strike:  I  court  the  blow: 

I  long,  I  pant  for  everlasting  day, 

For  glory,  immortality,  and  God  ! 

But,  ah  !  why  droops  my  soul  ?  why  o'er  me  thus 

Comes  a  chill  cloud?  Such  triumph  well  besuits 

The  faithful  Christian  ;  thee  hall  suited  well, 

If  haply  persevering  in  the  course, 

As  first  thy  race  exultingly  began. 

But  thou  art  fallen,  fallen  !  Oh  my  heart, 

What  dire  compunction  !  —sunk  in  foul  offence, 

A  prisoner,  and  condem'd !  an  outcast  vile, 

By- word  and  scorn  of  an  indignant  world, 

Who  reprobate  with  horror  thy  ill  deeds ; 

Turn  from  thee  loath'd,  and  to  damnation  just 

Assign,  unpitying,  thy  devoted  head, 

Loaded  with  every  infamy  ! 

Dread  God 

Of  justice  and  of  mercy!  wilt  thou  too, 
In  fearful  indignation  on  my  soul, 
My  anguish' d  soul,  the  door  of  pity  close, 
And  shut  me  from  thee  ever  ? — Lo  !  in  dust, 
Humiliant,  prostrate,  weeping  'fore  thy  throne — 
Before  thy  cross,  oh  dying  Friend  of  man, 
Friend  of  repentant  sinners,  I  confess, 
And  mourn  my  deep  transgressions  ;  as  the  sand 
Tnnumerous,  as  the  glowing  crimson  red: 
With  every  aggravation,  every  guilt 
Accumulate  and  burden'd  !  Against  light, 
'Gainst  love  and  clearest  knowledge  perpetrate  ! 
Stamp'd  with  ingratitude's  most  odious  stain; 
Ingratitude  to  thee  ;  whose  favouring  love 
Had  bless'd  me,  had  distinguish'd  me  with  grace, 
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With  goodness  far  beyond  my  wish  or  worth  ! 
Ingratitude  to  man  ;  whose  partial  ear 
Attended  to  my  doctrine  with  delight ; 
And  from  my  zeal  conspicuous  justly  claim'd 

Conspicuous  example  I Lord,  I  sink 

O'erwhelm'd  with  self'-convic.ion,  with  dismay, 
\Vith  anguish  and  confusion  past  compare  ! 
And  could  I  weep  whole  seas  of  briny  tears 
In  painful  penitence  ;  could  I  deplore 
From  my  heart's  aching  fountain,  drop  by  drop, 
My  crimes  and  follies  ;  my  deep  grief  and  shame, 
For  vile  dishonour  on  thy  gospel  brought ; 
For  vile  discredit  to  my  order  done ; 
For  deep  offence  against  my  country's  laws ! 
For  deep  offence  to  pity  and  to  man — 
A  patriarchal  age  would  be  too  short 
To  speak  my  sorrows  and  lament  my  sins  ; 
Chief,  as  1  am  of  sinners  !  Guiltier  far 
Than  he,  who,  falling,  at  the  cock's  shrill  call 
Rose,  and  repented  weeping  :  guiltier  far— 
I  dare  not  say,  than  Judas ;  for  my  heart 
Hath  ever  lov'd — could  never  have  betray 'd, 
O  never,  never  Thee,  dear  Lord!  to  death; 
Tho'  cruelly,  unkindly  and  unwise, 
That  heart  hath  sacritic'd  i(s  truth  and  peace, 
—For  what  a  shameful,  what  a  paltry  price  I—- 
To sin,  detested  sin  ;  and  done  Thee  wrong, 
Oh  blessed  source  of  all  its  good,  its  hope ! 
For,  tho*  thus  sunk,  thus  sinful,  sorrowing  thus, 
It  dare  not,  cannot  Judas'  crime  commit — 
Last  crime — and  of  thy  mtrcy,  Lord,  despair  ! 
But,  conscious  of  its  guilt;  contrite  and  plung'd 
In  lowest  self-abjection,  in  the  depths 
Of  sad  compunction,  of  repentance  due 
And  unassembled,  to  thy  cross  it  cleaves, 
K 
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And  crip*  for-— ardent  cries  for  mercy,  Lord  ! 
Mercy,  its  only  refuse!  Mercy,  Chris!  ! 
By  the  red  drops  (hat  in  the  garden  gush'd 

r  thy  soul's  anguish  from  thee!  By  the  drops 
That  down  thy  precious  temples  from  the  crown 
Of  agony  distill'd!   By  those  that  flow'd, 
From  thy  pierc'd  hands,  and  blessed  feet,  so  free  ; 
By  all  thy  blood,  thy  sufferings,  and  thy  death, 
Mercy,  o!i  Mercy.  Jesus  !   Mercy  Thou, 
Who  erst  on  David  with  a  clement  eye, 
When  mourning  at  thy  footstool,  deigns  to  look, 
Thou,  who  th'  adulterous  Magdalen  forgav'st, 
When  in  the  winning  garb  of  penitence 
Contrite  she  knelt,  and  with  her  flowing  tears 
Wasl/d  lowly  thy  lov'd  feel !   Nor  thou  the  thief, 
Kv'n  in  the  last,  the  bitterest  hour  of  pain, 
R-fusedst,  gracious  !   Nor  wilt  thou  refuse 
My  humble  supplication,  nor  reject 
My  broken  bleeding  heart,  thus  olier'd  up 
On  true  contrition's  altar;  while  thro'  Thee, 
Only  thro'  Thee  acceptance  do  I  hope, 
Thou  bleeding  Love!  consummate  Advocate, 
Prevailing  Intercessor,  great  iiigh  Priest, 
Almighty  Sufferer  !  Oh  look  pitying  down  ! 
On  thy  sufficient  merits  1  depend; 
From  thy  unbounded  mercies  I  implore 
The  look  of  pardon  and  the  voice  of  grace — 
Grace,  grace!   Victorious  Conqueror  over  sin, 
O'er  death,  o'er  hell,  for  me,  for  all  mankind; 
For  grace  I  plead :   repentant  at  thy  feet 
I  throw  myself,  unworthy,  U)st,  undone; 
Trusting  my  soul,  and  all  its  dear  concerns, 
\\  ith  filial  resignation,  to  thy  will : 
Grace—  still  on  grace  my  whole  reliance  built; 
Giory  to  grace  triumphant!  —  and  (o  thec, 
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Dispenser  of  that  sovereign  grace  ! 
Jesus,  thou  King  of  glory  !  at  thy  call 
1  come  obedient :  lo,  the  future  world 
Expands  its  views  transporting  !  Lord,  I  come; 
And  in  that  world  eternal  trust  to  'plaud, 
\Vith  all  redemption's  sons,  thy  glorious  grace ! 
Then  farewell,  oh,  my  friends !    light  o'er  my 

grave 

The  green  sod  lay,  and  dew  it  with  the  tear 
Of  memory  affectionate  !  and  you 
— The  curtain  drop  decisive,  oh  my  foes, 
Your  rancour  drop  ;  and,  candid,  as  1  am 
Speak  of  me,  hapless !  Then  you'll  speak  of  one 
Whose  bosom  beat  at  pity's  gentlest  touch 
From  earliest  infancy  ;  whose  boyish  miud 
]n  acts  humane  and  tender  ever  joy'd  ; 
And  who — that  temper  by  his  inmost  sense 
Approv'd  and  cultivate  with  constant  care — 
Melted  thro'  life  at  Sorrow's  plaintive  tale, 
And  urg'd,  compassionate  with  pleasure  ran 
To  sooth  the  suiterer  and  relieve  the  woe  ! 
Of  one,  who.,  though  to  humble  fortune  bred, 
"With  splendid  generosity's  bright  form 
Too  ardently  enamour'u,  turn'd  his  sight, 
Deluded,  from  frugality's  just  care, 
And  parsimony  needful!  One  who  scorn'd 
Mean  love  of  gold,  yet  to  that  power— his  scorn 
Ketortiug  vengeful — a  mark'd  victim  fell  ! 
Of  one,  who,  unsuspecting,  and  ill-ibrm'd 
For  the  world's*  subtleties,  his  bare  breast  bore 
Unguarded,  open  ;  and  ingenuous  thought 
All  men  ingenuous,  fran£  and  open,  loo! 
Of  one,  who,  warm  witlrhui  <^!^  soft 

To  tenderest  impressions,  frequent  rush'd 
1'remjiiate  into  the  tangling  maze 
K2 
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Of  error  ;  —  instant  to  each  fault  alive; 
"Who,  in  this  little  journey  thro*  the  world- 
Misled,  deluded  oft,  mistook  his  way; 
IVlet  with  bid  roads  and  robbers,  for  his  steps 
Insidnous  lurking:  and  by  cunning  craft 
Of  follow.  travellers  sometimes  deceiv'd, 
Severely  felt  of  cruelty  and  scorn, 
Of  envy,  malice,  and  of  ill  report,* 
The  heavy  hand  oppressive  !  One  who  brought 
—  From  ignorance,  from  indiscretion  blind— 
Ills  numerous  on  his  head  ;  but  never  aim'd, 
.Nor  wish'd  an  ill  or  injury  to  man  ; 
Injur'd,  with  cheerful  readiness  forgave  ; 
!Nor  for  a  moment  in  his  happy  heart 
Harbonr'd  of  malice  or  revenge  a  thought; 
Still  glad  and  blest  to  avenge  his  foes  despite 
By  deeds  of  love  benevolent  !  —  Of  one—- 
Oh painful  contradiction,  who  in  God, 
In  duty  placed  the  summit  of  his  joy  ; 
Yet  left  that  God,  that  blissful  duty  left, 
Preposterous,  vile  deserter  !  and  receir'd 


#  The  following  is  a  striking  instance,  and  an  alarming  proof,  that 
calumny  ?nd  slander  will  one  day  grievously  afflict  the  conscious  mind; 
A  Clergyman  with  who*  >  I  had  jived  in  much  friendship,  always  read  j 
to  show  him  every  proof  of  civility,  and  for  whom  I  hail  much  esteem, 
after  an  absence  of  a  twelvemonth  and  more,  sent  me  a  line,  that  he 
wa  thei!  in  a  <tangeroriM  scute,  apprehensive  of  a  speedy  de-«th.  I  flew 
to  mv  friend  wirh  all  z?al  and  speed  ;  and  found  him,  as  it  seemed,  in  a 
Tery  dangerous  war.  Almost  as  SOOP  as  he  saw  me  he  burst  into  tears, 
and  claspin"  •»  y  hands  vehemently,  said,  "  Oh,  my  dear  Doctor,  I  could 
not  die  in  peace  without  stein,-  you,  and  earnestly  imploring  your  par- 
don: for  a  :idt  nil  the  seeming  friendship  I  showed,  I  have  been  your 
bitter  enemy  :  I  have  dor  e  all  I  could  on  every  occasion  to  traduce  and 
les^n  you,  envy,  base  envv  *\  >ne,  being  my  motive:  for  I  could  not 
bear  ihe  !>rillianc  of  your  reputation,  and  the  splendour  of  your  abili- 
ties. —Can  you  forgive  me? 

1  w  -s  shocked,  but  with  great  truth  told  him  to  be  perfectly  at  peace  ; 
that  h  had  ->iy  mos'  sincere  f-jrgj^eness.-  -I  did  all  !  could  to  sooth  his 
mini).  He  recovered,  -«nd  suvely  must  ever  he  my  friend  !  Would  to 
God  wh.it  h-  then  suffered  r  ay  be  a  warning  to  him,  and  to  all,  hovr 
they  Indulge  such  diabolical  passions  ;  which,  as  being  most  opposite  to 
the  God  who  it  love,  caunot  but  sooner  or  later  woefully  distract  the 
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A  just  return — u  Desertion  from  his  God, 
And  consequential  plunge  into  the  denth 
Of  all  his  present — of  all  human  woe!" 

Then  hear  his  sufferings!   Hear  (if  found  too 

faint 

His  feeble  song  to  win  attention)  hear 
And  heed  his  dying  counsel !  Cautious,  shun 
The  rocks  on  which  he  split.     Cleave  close  to 

God, 

Your  F'ather,  sure  Protector,  and  Defence: 
Forsake  not  his  lov'd  service;  and  your  cause 
Be  sure  he'll  ne'er  forsake.     Initiate  once, 
Happy  and  prosperous,  in  religion's  course 
Oh  persevere  unfainting!  Nor  to  vice 
Or  tempting  folly  slightest  parley  give! 
Their  black  tents  never  enter  :  On  the  watch 
Continue  unremitting,  nor  e'er  slack 
The  necessary  guard.     Trivial  neglects, 
Smallest  beginnings.*,  to  the  wakeful  foe 
Open  the  door  of  danger; — and  down  sinks, 
Thro'  the  minutest  leak  once  sprung,  the  ship 
Jn  gayest  and  most  gallant  tackle  trim, 
l>y  small  neglects  he  fell  !— 

Oh !  could  ye  rise, 

Illest  ministers  of  peace,  by  his  sad  fall : 
Gather  increase  of  caution  and  of  zeal ; 
And  seeing  on  what  slippery  edge  ye  stand, 
Of  foul  and  fatal  lapse  take  thi»  more  heed  ;  — 
With  deeper  thankfulness  he'd  bow  the  knee, 
XVhile  thus  his  fate  productive  prov'd  of  good 
To  you,  of  truth  blest  heralds !   whom  he  views 

#  Piiucipi'S  obsta:  sero  medicina  paratnr 
Cum  irula  per  longas  convaluere  mpras. 
Seil  provera ;  ncc  te  Venturas  differ  in  horas, 
Qml  non  est  hodie,  eras  minus  aptus  erit. 

Ov.  R.  A.  lib.  1.  /.  91. 
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"With  heart-felt  anguish  scandaliz'd,  impugn'd 
13y  his  atrocious  follies  :  Jiut  for  that 
ftot  honour'd  less,  or  honourable,  if  rous'd 
]<  v'n  by  his  errors,  wisely  you  maintain 
Your  high  profession's  dignity,  and  look 
\\  ith  single  eye  intent  on  the  great  work, 
Thrice  holy,  of  your  calling  ;  happiest  work 
Of  mortals  here,  4t  Salvation  of  men's  souls." 

Ob  envied  pastor,  who  thus  occupied 
Looks  down  on  low  preferment's  distant  views 
Cor-temptible  ;  nor  e'er  his  plotting  mind 
To  liitie,  mean  servilities,  enslaves  ; 
Forgetting  duty's  exercise  sublime, 
An J  his  attachments  heavenly  !    VV  ho  nor  joins 
In  frivolous  converse  on  the  rise  of  this, 
£Jor  prospects  flattering  of  that  worldly  clerk  ; 
Strange  inconsistency!  marching  aloft 
With  ste,)  superior,  and  ambition's  paw, 
To  dignity's  wish'd  sirnmit! — Nor  allows 
Envious,  or  spreads  malicious,  the  low  tales 
Diminishing  of  brethren,  who  by  zeal, 
Or  eminence  of  merit  in  the  cause, 
The  common  cause  of  Christ,  distinguish'd  shine  : 
Of  futile  politics  and  partly  rage 
Who,  heedless,  ever  for  the  powers  that  be 
In  meek  sincerity  implores  ;  and  lives 
Only  to  spread  around  the  good,  the  peace. 
The  truth,  tiie  happiness,  his  open  heart 
Innocuous  possesses,  as  the  gift 
Of  him  the  God  of  peace  he  serves  and  loves ! 

Much  envied  pastor  !   Ah,  ye  men  of  God, 
Who  crowd  the  levee,  theatre,  or  court ; 
Forei.  ost  in  each  amusement's  idle  walk, 
Of  vice  and  vanity  the  sportive  scorn, 
The  vaunted  pillars ; — ah  !  that  ye  were  all 
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Such  happy,  euvied  pastors!  how  mankind 
With  eyes  of  reverence  would  devoutly  look, 
How  would  yourselves  with  eyes  of  pleasure  look 
On  characters  so  uniform  !  while  now, 
What  view  is  found  less  pleasing  to  the  sight! 

Nor  wonderful,  my  aged  friends  !  For  uone 
Can  inward  look  complacent  where  a  void 
Presents  its  desolations  drear  and  dark. 
Hence  'tis  your  turn  (incapable  to  hear 
Reflection's  just  resentment)  your  lull'd  niiiuls 
To  infantine  amusements,  and  employ 
The  hours— short  hours,  indulgent  Heaven  affords 
For  purposes  most  solemn— in  the  toil 
Of  busy  trilling  ;  of  diversions  poor, 
Which  irritate  as  often  as  amuse : 
Passions  most  low  and  sordid !  With  due  shame, 
With  sorrow  I  regret — Oh  pardon  me 
This  mighty  wrong ! — that  frequent  by  your  side 
Silent  I've  sat,  and  with  a  pitying  eye 
Your  follies  mark'd,  and  unadmonish'd  left, 
Tho*  tenderly  lamenting  !  Yet,  at  last, 
—If  haply  not  too  late  my  friendly  call 
Strike  on  dead  ears,  oh  profit  by  that  call ! 
And,  to  the  grave  approaching,  its  alarms 
Weigh  with  me  all  considerate!  Brief  time 
Advances  quick  in  tread  ;  few  hours /ind  dark 
Remain,  those  hours  in  frivolous  employ 
Waste  not  impertinent ;  they  ne'er  return  ! 
Nor  deem  it  dullness  to  stand  still  and  pause 
When  dread  eternity  hath  claims  so  high. 
Oh  be  those  claims  'fulfill'd  ! 

Nor,  my  young  friends, 

^  horn  life's  gay  sunshine  warms  with  laughing  joy, 
Pass  you  those  claims  unheeding  ! — In  the  bud 
pf  earliest  rose  oft  have  I  sorrowing  seen 
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The  canker-worm  lurk  blighting;  oft,  ere  noon, 

The  tulip  have  beheld  drop  its  proud  head 

In  eminent  beauty  open'd  to  the  morn  ! 

In  youth,  in  beauty,  in  life's  outward  charms 

Boast  not  self-ilatteriiig  ;  virtue  has  a  grace. 

Religion  has  a  power,  which  will  preserve 

Immortal  your  true  excellence  !  O  give 

Early  and  happy  your  young  hearts  to  God, 

And  God  will  smile  in  countless  blessings  on  you  ! 

Nor,  captivate  by  fashion's  idle  glare, 

And  the  world's  shows  delusive,  dance  the  maze, 

The  same  duJl  round,  fatiguing  and  fatigu'd, 

Till,  discontented,  down  in  folly's  seat 

Arid  disappointments,  worthless,  to i I'd  you  sink, 

Despising  and  detpis'd  !  Your  gentle  hearts 

To  kind  impressions  yet  susceptible, 

Will  amiably  hear  a  friend's  advice  ; 

And  if,  perchance,  amidst  the  giddy  whirl 

Of  circling  folly,  his  unheeded  tongue 

Hath  whisper'd  vanity,  or  not  announced 

Truth's  salutary  dictates  to  your  ears, 

Forgive  the  injury,  my  friends  belov'd  ; 

And  see  me  now,  solicitous  t'  atone 

That  and  each  faulf,  each  error  ;  with  full  eyes 

Entreating  you,  by  all  your  hopes  and  fears, 

By  all  your  dear  anxieties  !   by  all 

You  hold  in  life  most  precious,  to  attend. 

To  listen  to  his  lore,  to  seek  for  bliss 

In  God,  in  piety  ;  in  hearts  devote 

To  duty  and  to  Ileav'n  !  and  seeking  thus 

The  treasure  is  your  own.     Angels  on  earth, 

Thus  pure  and  good,  soon  will  you  mount,  and 

live 

Eternal  angels  with  yonr  Father — God  ! 
Of  admonition  due,  just  self. contempt. 
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And  frank  expostulation's  honest  charge, 
The  needful  debt  thus  paid;  haste thou,  my  song, 
As  hastes  my  life — brief  shadow — to  its  close  ! 
Then  farewell,  oh  uiy  friends,   most  valued  ! 

bound 

By  consanguinity's  endearing  tie, 
Or  friendship's  noble  service,  manly  love 
And  generous  obligations  !  See,  in  all 
—And  spare  the  tear  of  pity — Heaven's  high  will 
Ordaining  wise  and  good.     I  see,  I  own 
His  dispensation,  howsoever  harsh, 
To  my  hard  heart,  to  my  rebellious  soul 
Needful  and  salutary  !  His  dread  rod 
Paternal,  lo  I  kiss ;  and  to  the  stroke 
Severe,  submissive,  thankfully  resign  I 
It  weans  me  from  the  world ;  it  proves  how  vain, 
How  poor,  the  life  of  erring  man  !  hath  taught, 
Experimentally  hath  taught,  to  look 
With  scorn,  with  triumph  upon  death  ;  to  wish 
The  moment  come  I— Oh  were  that  moment  come, 
When,  launched  from  all  that's  sinful  here  below, 
Securely  I  shall  sail  along  the  tide 
Of  glorious  eternity  !   My  friends, 
Belov'd  and  honour'd,  oh  that  we  were  launch'd, 
And  sailing  happy  there,  where  shortly  all 
Must  one  day  sail!  Oh,  that  in  peaceful  port 
We  all  were  landed !  all  together  safe 
In  everlasting  amity  and  love 
With  God,  our  God  ;  our  pilot  thro'  the  storms 
Of  this  life's  sea! — But,  why  the  frivolous  wish  ? 
Set  a  few  suns — a  few  more  days  decline, 
And  I  shall  meet  you.— Oh  the  gladsome  hour 
Meet  you  in  glory,  nor  with  flowing  tears 
Afflicted  drop  my  pen,  and  sigh  Adieu ! 

END  or  THE  FIFTH  WEEK. 
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Pieces  found  amongst  the  Authors  Papers  in 
Prison;  mlh  his  Last  Prayer. 

I.  TIIR  ADMONITION. 

AFFLICTED  prisoner,  whosoe'er  thou  art 

To  this  lone  room  unhappily  conlin'd; 
Be  thy  first  business  here  to  search  the  heart, 

And  probe  the  deep  corruptions  of  thy  mind  ! 
Struck    with    the   foul    transgressions  thou  hast 
wrought, 

With  sin — the  source  of  all  thy  worldly  woe  ; 
To  shame,  to  sorrow,  to  conviction  brought, 

Oh,  fall  before  the  throne  of  mercy  low  ! 
With  true  Repentance  pour  thy  soul  in  prayer, 

And  fervent  plead  the  Saviour's  cleansi.igbiood; 
Faith's  ardent  cry  will  pierce  the  Father's  ear, 

And  Christ's  a  plea  which  cannot  be  withstood ! 

II.  SCRIPTURE  PENITENCE. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

FIRST  in  the  list  of  penitents  we  place 
The  sinful  parent  of  our  sinful  race; 

Who,  by  temptation  foii'd,  and  man's  first  foe. 

4  Brought  death  into  the  world,  and  all  our  wo?!' 
Transgression's  debt  how  deeply  docs  he  pay  ! 

Deprived  of  innocence  ;  to  death  a  prey  ; 

From  Paradise  expell'd  ;  to  toil  as>ign'd — 

Toil  of  the  fainting  frame  and  sick'ning  mind  ! 

And  doom'd  to  shed,  for  near  a  thousand  years, 

OVr  f«iH'n  descendants  penitential  tears! 

Thus  seiz'd  the  triple  league*  on  mortal  man, 

And  thus,  Repentance,  thy  sad.  reign  began. 

*  Sin,  Korrow,  ind  Dettfi. 
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Yet,  awful  Power !  how  blest  beneath  thy  sway, 
"Who  feel  contrition's  dictates,  and  obey  ! 
Their  vicious  deviations  who  detest, 
And   hold    Faith's   cross,   all-humbled,  to  their 

breast! 

From  God's  lov'd  presence  then  they  need  not  fly  !* 
Nor  ope  in  wrath  the  ilood-gates  of  the  sky  : 
For  since  to  man  perfection  was  deny'd, 
Uy  thee  his  deep  demerits  are  supply'd  ; 
And,  led  by  thee  a  suppliant  to  the  throne, 
The  God  of  mercy  looks  with  pity  down, 
Smiles  on  the  mourner,  and  delights  to  prove 
How  free  his  grace,  and  how  triumphant  love  ! 

Kternal  proof!  See,  hath'd  in  floods  of  tears, 
Where  David  foremost  in  thy  train  appears  : 
How  deep  his  crime,  the  prophet  pictures  well  ; 
How  deep  his  penitence,  those  sorrows  tell ! 
That,  whether  to  deplore  the  crime,  or  bless, 
We  stand  suspended  ;  since  its  evil's  less, 
Less  bright  his  soul's  ingenuous  grief  had  shone, 
And  less  at  once  his  comfort,  and  our  own  ! 

Hear,  like  a  torrent  how  his  sorrows  roll, 
Conviction's  tempest  tearing  up  his  soul ! 
Hear,  sad  and  solemn,  to  the  mournful  strings, 
In  trembling  anguish,  how  he  weeps  and  sings! 
"  Mercy,  oh  mercy,  Lord  !  wi«h  humble  heart ! 

For  thy  known  pity's  sake, mercy  1  pray  ! 
Boundless  in  tender  mercies  as  Thou  art, 

Take,  Lord!  oh  take  my  foul  offence  away. 
Oh,  from  my  loathsome  guilt,  wash,  cleanse  my 
soul, 

Remove,  dear  Father,  each  defiling  stain  : 
Guilty,  oh,  guilty,  Lord  !  1  own  the  whole  ; 

I  see.  I  feel  it;  all  excuse  is  vain. 

*  AaCun.Cen.ir.  H,  16. 
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Against  Thee,   Lord !  ev'u  Thee,  have  I  trans- 
gress'd  ; 

Lo,  self-convicted,  I  before  Thee  fall! 
Just  are  thy  words  ;   their  truth  is  confess'd; 

Just  are  thy  judgments !  Sinners  are  we  all. 
Prone  to  offend,  or  ere  to  birth  I  came, 

My  mother,  when  conceiving,  gave  me  guilt  ; 
Shapen  in  sin  was  my  corrupted  frame, 

VYhcn  in  the  womb   that  wondrous  frame  was 
built. 

But  Thou,  of  purer  eyes  than  guilt  to  view, 
Thou  wilt  accept  the  soul's  sincere  desire: 

Pardon  the  past,  the  humbled  heart  renew, 
And  wisdom  by  thy  secret  one  inspire. 

Then  listen  to  my  cry  ;  and  oh,  my  God, 

Purge  me  with  hyssop,  and  I  pure  shall  grow; 
Wash  me,  foul  leper,  in  the  mystic  blood, 

And  whiter  I  shall  be  than  whitest  snow. 
Again  the  voice  of  gladness  let  me  hear, 

Thy  voice  of  pardoning  love,  for  it  is  sweet: 
The  soul  dejected  so  shalt  thou  appear — 

The  worm  which,  crush'd,    lies  trembling  at 

thy  feet. 
Hide  from  my  sins — the  objects  of  thy  hate — 

Oh,  hide  thy  face,  and  blot  them  from  thy  view : 
A  clean  heart,  God  of  grace,  in  me  create, 

And  a  right  spirit  in  my  soul  renew  ! 

From  thy  lov'd  presence  let  me  not  be  driven  ; 

Let  me  not  lose  thy  blessed  spirit's  aid  ; 
Again  the  joy  of  thy  salvation  giv'n, 

Uphold,  support,  sustain  my  heart  dismay'd. 
Then,  of  thy  pardoning  mercy  satisfy'd, 

Thy  pardoning  mercy  loud  will  I  reclaim : 
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So  shall  transgressors,  taught  by  me,  confide 
In  thy  compassions;  turn,  and  bless  thy  namo. 

Ah!  my  soul  shudders! — From  the  guilt  of  bloody 
Oh,  from  blood-guiltiness  deliver  me! 

Oh  God,  deliver — my  salvation's  God, 
And  praise  unceasing  will  I  pay  to  thee. 

Permit  my  lips,  now  clos'd  by  guilt  and  shame, 
Thy  pardoning  love,  Jehovah,  to  express  ; 

Then  to  the  list'ning  world  I'll  tell  thy  name, 
Proclaim  thy  praise,  and  sing  thy  righteousness. 

For  crimes  like  mine  no  offerings  can  atone; 

The  gift  of  outward  sacrifice  is  vain  : 
Could  these  avail,  before  thy  righteous  throne, 

Whole  hecatombs  1  gladly  would  have  slaiu. 

The  contrite  spirit  and  the  sighs  sincere, 

Which  from  the  broken  bleeding  heart  arise, 

To  thee  more  pleasing  sacrifices  are : 

Are  gifts  my  God,  which  thou  wilt  not  despise. 

Hear  then,  and  save!  and  to  thy  people,  Lord, 
Thy  saving  mercy  graciously  extend ! 

Oh  let  our  Zion  live  in  thy  regard  ; 
The  walls  of  our  Jerusalem  defend  ! 

So  shall  the  righteous  to  thy  temple,  go, 

And  joyful  bring  their  offering  and  their  praise  : 

So  shall  the  blood  of  lambs  in  plenty  flow,^ 
And  incense  on  thy  altar  copious  blaze*." 

With  joy,  with  grief  the  penitent  I  see, 
Offending  lleav'n,  yet  Heav'n  absolved  for  me! 
Oh  while,  like  his,  1  feel  my  guilt  and  shame, 
lie  my  repentance  and  my  grief  the  same  I 

*  See  Pialm  51,  and  Christian's  Magazine,  vol.  iii.  p.  134; 

L 
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Then  shall  the  truth  which  cheer'd  his  heart  be 

mine; 
Thv  God  l<as  pardon'd  thee,  and  life  is  thine. 

But  hark,  my  soul,  what  melancholy  sound 
Re-echoes  from  the  dungeon's  dark  profound  ! 
Hear,  sympathetic  hear:    A  King  complains, 
Fall'n  from  his  throne,  a  prisoner,  and  in  chains! 

"  God  of  the  world,  at  length  thy  rule  I  own, 
And  prostrate  fall  before  thy  boundless  throne  : 
Thy  power  resistless,  trembling  I  confess  : 
In  threat'nings  awful,  but  in  love  no  less ! 

O  what  a  blessing  has  that  love  assigned, 
By  penitence  to  heal  the  wounded  mind ; 
By  penitence  to  sinners,  who  like  me, 
More  than  th*  unnnmbtr'd  sands  that  shore  the  sea, 
My  criir.es  acknowledge  ;  which,  of  crimson  dye, 
In  all  their  scarlet  horrors  meet  my  eye  ! 

Oh  eye,  unworthy  of  the  light  of  Heav'n  : 
Oh  sins  too  mountainous  to  l>e  forgiv'n  : 
Oh  rebel  to  the  Ltw  and  love  divine, 
How  justly  God's  severest  vengeance  thine! 
But  oh,  1  bend  my  heart's  obedient  knee, 
In  supplication,  Lord,  for  grace  from  Thee! 
Yes,  I  have  sinn'd.  and  i  confess  the  whole — 
Forgive  me  taen,  nor  cast  away  my  soul ! 
Save  me  from  evil,  from  thine  anger  save, 
And  snatch  me  from  the  dark  untimely  grave ! 

Friend  of  the  contrite,  thou  wilt  pardon  give; 
A  monu.  out  of  mercy  1  shall  live  ! 
And  worthless  as  1  am,  for  ever  prove, 
That  true  repentance  Lads  to  saving  love  ! 
Th-U  truo  repentance  tunes  to  praise  the  heart, 
And  in  the  choir  of  Heaven  shall  bear  an  amj,le 
par:*  !" 

*  See  Prayer  of  Manasseh,  In  the  Apocrypha,  next  to  the  first  book  of 
Maccabees ;  aud  compare  2  Cliroa,  xxxiu.  21,  &c. 
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Thus,  by  affliction's  deep  correction  taught, 
Manasseh  to  the  Lord  for  mercy  sought : 
By  the  kind  chastening  of  a  Father's  rod, 
Brought  to  the  knowledge  of  himself  and  God  ! 
Happy  affliction,  for  such  knowledge  given  ; 
And  blest  the  dungeon  which  led  thus  to  Heaven! 

III.— REFLECTIONS. 

(UNFINISHED.) 
HERE  secluse  from  worldly  pleasure, 

In  this  doleful  place  confin'd, 
Come,  and  let's  improve  the  leisure  ; 

Meditate  my  thoughtful  mind  ! 
Soul  alike  and  body  sharing, 

How  have  I  the  one  forgot ! 
"While  for  t'other  only  caring, 

Lo !  my  miserable  lot ! 
Yet  the  one  I  so  much  cherish, 

Doom'd  to  death  when  giv'n  to  life, 
Soon,  perhaps,  must  sink  and  perish, 

Dust  to  dust — must  end  the  strife  ! 
From  a  tedious  tour  returning, 

Into  distant  foreign  lind, 
How  my  anxious  heart  is  burning 

News  of  home  to  understand  ! 
******* 


To  my  Friends,  especially  of  the  Charitable  Societies, 

ON    THEIR  SOLICITUDE. 

AH,  my  lov'd  friend*  !  why  all  this  care  for  one 
To  lite  to  lost,  so  totally  undone; 
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AVhose  meat  and  drink  are  only  bitter  tears, 
Nights  pass'd  in  sorrow,  mornings  wak'd  to  cares; 
Whose  deep  offence  sits  heavy  on  his  soul, 
And  thoughts  self-torturing  in  deep  tumult  roll ! 
Could  you,  by  all  your  labours  so  humane, 
From  this  dread  prison  his  deliverance  gain  ! 
Could  you,  by  kind  exertions  of  your  love, 
To  generous  pardon  royal  mercy  move, 
Where  should  he  fly?  where  hide  his  wretched  head, 
With  shame  so  cover'd,  so  to  honour  dead? 

Spare  then  the  task,  and,  as  he  longs  to  die,| 
Set  free  the  captive — let  his  spirit  fly, 
Enlarg'd  and  flippy,  to  his  native  sky  ! 
Not  doubling  mercy  from  his  grace  to  find, 
Who  bled  upon  the  cross  for  all  mankind. 

But  if  it  must  not  be — if  Heaven's  high  will 
Ordains  him  yet  a  duty  to  fulfil, 
Oh  may  each   breath,   while  God   that  breath 

shall  spare, 

Be  yours  in  gratitude,  be  Heaven's  in  prayer ! 
Deep  as  his  sin,  and  low  as  his  offence, 
High  be  his  rise  thro*  humblest  penitence! 

While,  life  or  death,  mankind  at  least  shall 

learn 

From  his  sad  story,  and  your  kind  concern, 
That  works  of  mercy,  and  a  zeal  to  prove 
By  sympathetic  aid  the  art  of  love, 
On  earth  itself  a  sure  reward  obtain  ; 
Nor  e'er  fall  pity's  kindly  drops  in  vain  ! 

I  live  a  proof!  and,  dying,  round  my  urn 
Affliction's  family  will  crowd  and  mourn  : 
li  Here  rests  our  friend,"  if,  weeping  o'er  my 

grave, 
They  cry — 'tis  all  the  epitaph  I  crave. 
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To  the  Reverend  Mr  Fillet  te,  Ordinary  of  Xervgale. 

UKVFREND  SIR, — The  following  Address  owes  its  pre- 
sent public  appearance  to  you.  I  read  it  to  you  after  it 
was  composed ;  and  you  thought  it  proper  to  be  delivered, 
as  was  intended.  You  heard  it  delivered,  and  are  pleased 
to  think  that  its  publication  will  be  useful — To  a  poor 
abject  worm,  like  myself,  this  is  a  sufficient  inducement 
to  that  publication ;  and  1  heartily  pray  God,  that  in  your 
hands  it  may  frequently  and  effectually  administer  to  the 
instruction  and  comfort  of  the  miserable. 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

With  my  sincerest  thanks  for  your  humane 
and  friendly  attention, 

Your  truly  sorrowful  and 
much  afflicted  Brother  in  Christ, 
F,idjy,June,6,  1777.  WILLIAM  DODD. 


THE  CONVICT'S  ADDRESS 

To  his  Unhappy  Brethren : 
Delivered  in  the  Chapel  of  Newgate,  on  June  G,  1777. 

My  dear  and  unhappy  Fellow-Prixoners, 
CONSIDERING  my  peculiar  circumstances  and  situation,   1 
cannot  think  myself  justified,  if  I  do  pot  deliver  to  you,  in 
sincere  Christian  love,  some  of  my  serious  thoughts  on  our 
present  awful  state. 

In  the  sixteenth  chapter  of  the  Acts  of  the  Apostles, 
vou  read  a  memorable  story  respecting  Paul  and  Silas, 
who,  for  preaching  the  Gospel,  v, ere  ca:-t  by  magistrates 
into  prison,  ver.  23 — and,  after  having  recdvt-d  many 
stripes,  were  committed  to  the  jailer,  with  a  strict  charge 
to  keep  them  safely.  Accordingly  he  thrust  them  into 
the  inner  prison,  and  made  their  feet  fa:-t  in  the  stocks. 
At  midnight  Paul  and  Silas,  supported  by  the  te.-,limony  of 
a  good  contciena0,  prayed,  and  sung  praises  to  God,  and 
the  prisoners  heard  them  ;  and  suddenly  there  was  a  great 
earthquake,  so  that  the  foundations  of  the  prison  were 
L  3 
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shaken  ;  and  immediately  all  the  doors  were  opened,  and 
6very  one's  chains  were  loosed.  The  keeper  of  the  prison 
awaking  out  of  his  sleep,  and  seeing  the  prison  doors  open, 
in  the  greatest  distress,  as  might  well  be  imagined,  drew 
his  sword,  and  would  have  killed  himself,  supposing  that 
the  prisoners  had  been  fled.  But  Paul  cried  with  a  loud 
voice,  Do  thyself  no  harm,  for  we  are  all  here. — The  keep- 
er calling  for  a  light,  and  finding  his  prisoners  thus  freed 
from  their  bonds  by  the  imperceptible  agency  of  divine 
power,  was  irresistibly  convinced  that  these  men  were  not 
offenders  against  the  law,  but  martyrs  to  the  truth :  he 
sprang  in  therefore,  and  came  trembling,  and  fell  down 
before  Paul  and  Silas,  and  brought  them  out,  and  said, 
**  Sirs,  What  must  I  do  to  be  saved  ?" 

*'  What  must  I  do  to  be  saved?"  is  the  important  ques- 
tion, which  it  becomes  every  human  being  to  study,  from 
the  first  hour  of  reason  to  the  last ;  but  which  we,  my  fel- 
low-prisoners, ought  to  consider  with  particular  diligence 
and  intenseness  of  meditation.  Had  it  not  been  forgotten 
or  neglected  by  us,  we  had  never  appeared  in  this  place. 
A  little  time  for  recollection  and  amendment  is  yet  allowed 
us  by  the  mercy  of  the  la\v.  Of  this  little  time  let  no  par- 
tide  be  lest.  Let  us  fill  our  remaining  life  with  all  the 
duties  which  our  present  condition  allows  us  to  practice. 
Let  us  make  one  earnest  effort  for  salvation  ! — Ami  oh  ! 
heavenly  Father,  who  desirest  not  the  death  of  a  sinner, 
y.i  i  that  this  effort  micy  net  be  in  vain. 

To  teach  others  what  they  must  do   to  be  paved,  has 
longbeen  my  employment  and  profession.     You  see  with 
what  confusion   and  dishonour  1  now  stand  before  \ou — 
no  more  in   the  pulpit   of  instruction,   but  on  this  humble 
seat  with  yourselves — You  are  not  to  consider  r 
as  a  man  authorised  to  form   th?  manners,   or  air. 
conscience,  and  speaking  with   the  authority  of  a   , 
to  his  flock — I  am  here  guilty,  like  yourselves,  of  : 
tal  offence;  and  sentenced,  live  yourselves,  to  public  ard. 
shameful   death.      My  profession,    which   has   given  rue 
stronger  convictions  of  my  duty  than  most  of  you  can  be 
supposed  to  have  attained,  and  has  extended  my  views  to 
the  consequences  of  wickedness  farther  than  your  observa- 
tion i>  likely  to  have  reached,  has  loaded  my  sin  with  pe- 
culiar aggravations ;  and  I  entreat  you  to  join  your  prayer* 
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with  mine,  that  my  sorrow  may  bs  proportionate  to  my 
guilt  ! 

I  am  now,  like  you,  inquiring  what  I  must  do  to  be 
saved  !  and  stand  here  to  communicate  to  you  what  that 
inquiry  suggests.  Hear  me  with  attention,  my  fellow- 
prisoners;  and  in  your  melancholy  hours  of  retirement, 
consider  well  what  I  offer  to  you  from  the  sincerity  of  my 
good-will,  and  from  tiie  deepest  conviction  of  a  penitent 
heart. 

Salvation  is  promised  to  us  Christians,  on  the  terms  of 
Faith,  Obedience,  and  Repentance.  I  shall  therefore  en- 
deavour to  show  how,  in  the  short  interval  between  this 
moment  and  death,  we  may  exert  faith,  perform  obedi- 
ence, and  exercise  repentance,  in  a  manner  which  our 
heavenly  Father  may,  in  his  infinite  mercy,  vouchsafe  to 
accept. 

I — Faith  is  the  foundation  of  all  Christian-  virtue.  It 
is  that,  without  which,  it  is  impossible  to  please  God.  I 
shall  therefore  consider,  first,  How  faith  is  to  be  particu- 
larly exerted  by  us  in  our  present  state. 

Faith  is  a  full  and  undoubting  confidence  in  the  declar- 
ations made  by  God  in  the  holy  Scriptures;  a  sincere  re- 
ception-of  the  doctrines  taught  by  our  blessed  Saviour; 
with  a  firm  assurance  that  he  died  to  take  away  the  sins 
c-f  the  world,  and  that  we  have,  each  of  us,  a  part  in  the 
boundless  benefits  of  the  universal  sacrifice. 

To  this  faith  we  must  have  recourse  at  all  times,  but 
particularly  if  we  find  ourselves  tempted  to  despair.  If 
thoughts  ari-;e  in  our  minds,  which  suggest  that  we  have 
Binned  beyond  the  hope  of  pardon,  and  that  therefore  it  is 
rain  to  peek  for  reconciliation  by  repentance,  we  must  re- 
member how  God  willeth  that  every  man  should  be  saved, 
and  that  those  who  obey  his  call,  however  late,  shall  not 
be  rejected — If  we  are  tempted  to  think  that  the  injuries 
we  have  done  are  unrepaired,  and  therefore  repentance  is 
vain,  let  us  remember  that  the  reparation  v/iu'eh  is  im- 
possible is  not  required;  that  sincerely  to  will,  is  to  do, 
in  the  right  of  Him  to  wboin  all  hearts  arc  open  ;  and  that 
which  is  deficient  in  our  endeavours,  is  supplied  by  the 
merits  of  Him  who  died  to  redeem  us. 

Yet  let  us  likewise  be  careful,  lest  an  erroneous  opinion 
•f  the  all-sufficiency  of  our  Saviour's  merits  lul)  us  inta 
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carelessness  and  security.  His  merits  are  indeed  all-suffi- 
cient !  But  he  has  prescribed  the  terms  on  which  they  are 
to  operate.  He  died  to  save  sinners,  but  to  save  only  those 
sinners  that  repent.  Peter,  who  denied  him,  was  forgiven; 
but  he  obtained  his  pardon  by  weeping  bitterly.  They 
who  live  in  perpetual  regularity  of  duty,  and  are  free  from 
any  gross  or  visible  transgression,  are  yet  but  unprofitable 
servants : — What  then  are  we,  whose  crimes  are  hastening 
us  to  the  grave  before  our  time  ? — Let  us  work  with  fear 
and  trembling,  but  still  let  us  endeavour  to  work  out  our 
salvation.  Let  us  hope  without  presumption  ;  let  us  fear 
without  desperation ;  and  let  our  faith  animate  us  to  that 
which  we  were  to  consider. 

Secondly,  **  Sincere  Obedience  to  the  laws  of  God." 
Our  obedience,  for  the  short  time  yet  remaining,  is  re- 
strained to  a  narrow  circle.  Those  duties,  which  are  cal- 
led social  -and  relative,  are  for  the  most  part  out  of  our 
power.  We  can  contribute  very  little  to  the  general  hap- 
piness of  mankind,  while  on  those,  whom  kindred  arid 
friendship  have  allied  to  us,  we  have  brought  disgrace  and 
sorrow.  We  can  only  benefit  the  public  by  an  example 
of  contrition,  and  fortify  our  friends  against  temptation 
by  warning  and  admonition. 

The  obedience  left  us  now  to  practise  is,  **  submission 
to  the  will  of  God,  and  calm  acquiescence  in  his  wisdom 
and  his  justice."  We  must  not  allow  ourselves  to  repine 
at  those  miseries  which  have  followed  our  offences,  but 
suffer,  with  silent  humility  and  resigned  patience,  the 
punishment  which  we  deserve  ;  remembering  that,  accord- 
ing to  the  apostle's  decision,  no  praise  is  due  to  them  who 
bear  with  patience  to  be  buffetted  for  their  fault. 

When  we  consider  the  wickedness  of  our  past  lives,  and 
the  danger  of  having  been  summoned  to  the  final  judg- 
ment without  preparation,  we  shall,  I  hope,  gradually  n.-'j 
so  much  above  the  gross  conceptions  of  human  nature,  ES  u> 
return  thanks  to  God  for  what  once  seemed  the  most  circa  - 
ful  of"  all  evils — our  detection  and  conviction  ! — We  shnnk 
back  by  immediate  and  instinctive  terror  from  the  public 
eye,  turned  as  it  is  upon  us  with  indignation  and  contempt. 
Imprisonment  is  afflictive,  and  ignominious  death  is  fear- 
ful !  But  let  us  compare  our  condition  with  that  which  our 
actions  iriglit  reasonably  have  incurred. — The  robber 
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might  have  died  in  the  act  of  violence,  by  lawful  resist- 
ance ;  the  man  of  fraud  might  have  sunk  into  the  grave 
while  he  was  enjoying  the  gain  of  his  artifice — and  where 
then  had  been  our  hope  ?  We  have  now  leisure  for  thought; 
we  have  opportunities  of  instruction ;  and  whatever  we 
suffer  from  offended  laws,  may  yet  reconcile  ourselves  to 
God,  who,  if  we  sincerely  seek  him,  will  assuredly  be 
found. 

But  how  are  we  to  seek  the  Lord  ?  By  the  way  which 
he  himself  hath  appointed ;  by  humble,  fervent,  and  fre- 
quent prayer.  Some  hours  of  worship  are  appointed  us  ; 
let  us  duly  observe  them.  Some  assistance  to  our  devo- 
tion is  supplied ;  let  us  thankfully  accept  it.  But  let  us 
not  rest  in  formality  and  prescription :  let  us  call  upon 
God  night  and  day.  When,  in  the  review  of  the  times 
which  we  have  past,  any  offence  arises  to  our  thoughts,  let 
us  humbly  implore  forgiveness  ;  and  for  those  faults  (and 
many  they  are  and  must  be)  which  we  cannot  recollect,  let 
us  solicit  mercy  in  general  petitions.  But  it  must  be  our 
constant  care  that  we  pray  not  merely  with  our  lips ;  but 
that  when  we  lament  our  sins,  we  are  really  humbled  in 
self-abhorence  * ;  and  that,  when  we  call  for  mercy,  we 
raise  our  thoughts  to  hope  and  trust  in  the  goodness  of 
God,  and  the  merits  of  our  blessed  Saviour  Jesus  Christ. 

The  reception  of  the  holy  sacrament,  to  which  we  shall 
be  called  in  the  most  solemn  manner,  perhaps  a  few  hours 
before  we  die,  is  the  highest  act  of  Christian  worship.  At 
that  awful  moment  it  will  become  us  to  drop  for  ever  all 
worldly  thoughts,  to  fix  our  hopes  solely  upon  Christ,  whose 
death  is  represented,  and  to  consider  ourselves  as  no  long- 
er connected  with  mortality — And,  possibly,  it  may  please 
God  to  afford  us  some  consolation,  some  secret  intimations 
of  acceptance  and  forgiveness.  But  these  radiations  of  fa- 
vour are  not  always  felt  by  the  sincerest  penitents.  To 
the  greater  part  of  those,  whom  angels  stand  ready  to 
receive,  nothing  is  granted  in  this  world  beyond  rational 
hope,  and  with  hope  founded  on  promise,  we  may  well 
be  satisfied. 

But  such  promises  of  salvation  are  made  only  to  the 
penitent.  It  is  requisite  then  that  we  consider, 

Thirdly,  "  How  Repentance  is  to  be  exercised."  Re- 
*  See  Job,  cl.ap.  xlii.  ver.  6. 
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pentance,  in  the  general  state  of  Christian  life,  is  such  a 
sorrow  for  sin  as  produces  a  change  of  manners,  and  an 
amendment  of  life.  It  is  that  disposition  of  mind,  by 
which  lie  who  stole  steals  no  more ;  by  which  the  wicked 
man  turneth  away  from  his  wickedness,  and  doth  that 
which  is  lawful  and  right.  And  to  the  man  thus  reform- 
ed it  is  expressly  promised,  that  he  shall  save  his  soul  a- 
live.*  Of  this  repentance  the  proofs  are  visible,  and  the 
reality  certain,  always  to  the  penitent,  and  commonly  to 
the  church  with  which  he  communicates ;  because  the 
state  of  the  mind  is  discovered  by  the  outward  actions. — 
But  of  the  repentance  which  our  condition  requires  and 
admits,  no  snch  evidence  can  appear ;  for  to  us  many 
crimes  and  many  virtues  are  made  impossible  by  confine- 
ment ;  and  the  shortness  of  the  time  which  is  before  us, 
gives  little  power  even  to  ourselves,  of  distinguishing  the 
effects  of  terror  from  those  of  conviction  ;  of  deciding, 
whether  our  present  sorrow  for  sin  proceeds  from  abhor- 
rence of  guilt,  or  dread  of  punishment  ?  Whether  the  vio- 
lence of  our  inordinate  passions  be  totally  subdued  by  the 
fear  of  God,  or  only  crushed  and  restrained  by  the  tem- 
porary force  of  present  calamity  ? 

Our  repentance  is  like  that  of  other  sinners  on  the  death- 
bed ;  but  with  this  advantage,  that  our  danger  is  not  great- 
er, and  our  strength  is  more.  Our  faculties  are  not  im- 
paired by  weakness  of  body.  We  come  to  the  great  work 
not  withered  by  pains,  nor  clouded  by  the  fumes  of  disease, 
but  with  minds  capable  of  continued  attention,  and  with 
bodies,  of  which  we  need  have  no  care  !  We  may  there- 
fore better  discharge  this  tremendous  duty,  and  better 
judge  of  our  own  performance. 

Of  the  efficacy  of  a  death-bed  repentance  many  have  dis- 
puted ;  but  we  have  no  leisure  for  controversy.  Fix  in 
your  minds  this  decision,  "  Repentance  is  a  change  of  the 
heart ;  of  an  evil  to  a  good  disposition."  When  that 
change  is  made,  repentance  is  complete.  God  will  con- 
sider that  life  as  amended,  which  would  have  been  amend- 
ed, if  he  had  spared  it.  Repentance  in  the  sight  of  man, 

#  There  cannot  be  a  stronger  exemplification  of  thi>  iflca,  than  the 
conduct  of  the  jailer,  who  uttereu  the  question  \v  th  which  we  roinmen- 
ced  our  inquiry — What  shall  I  do  to  be  saved  i — What  a  change  of  mind 
and  manna  s  Was  wrought  in  him  by  the  powur  of  God !  Read  Actti, 
c-fc-ip.  xvi. 
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even  of  the  penitent,  is  not  known  but  by  its  fruits  ;  but 
our  Creator  sees  the  fruit  in  the  blossom,  or  the  seed.  He 
knows  those  resolutions  which  are  fixed,  those  conversions 
which  would  be  permanent ;  and  will  receive  them  who 
are  qualified  ,by  holy  desires  for  works  of  righteousness, 
without  exacting  from  them  those  outward  duties  which 
the  shortness  of  their  lives  hindered  them  from  performing. 

Nothing  therefore  remains,  but  that  we  apply  with  all 
our  speed,  and  with  all  our  strength,  to  rectify  our  desires 
and  purify  our  thoughts  ;  that  we  set  God  before  us  in  all 
his  goodness  and  terrors  ;  that  we  consider  him  as  the  fa- 
ther and  the  Judge  of  all  the  earth  ;  as  a  Father,  desirous 
to  save  ;  as  a  Judge,  who  cannot  pardon  unrepented  ini- 
quity ;  that  we  fall  down  before  him  self-condemned,  and 
excite  in  our  hearts  an  intense  detestation  of  those  crimes 
which  have  provoked  him  ;  with  vehement  and  steady  re- 
solutions, that  if  life  were  granted  us,  it  should  be  spent 
hereafter  in  the  practice  of  our  duty  ;*  that  we  pray  the 
Giver  of  grace  to  strengthen  and  impress  these  holy  thoughts, 
and  to  accept  our  repentance,  though  late,  and  in  its  be- 
ginnings violent ;  that  we  improve  every  good  motion  by 
diligent  prayer ;  and  having  declared  and  confirmed-]-  our 
faith  by  thu>  holy  communion — we  deliver  ourselves  into 
his  hands,  in  firm  hope,  that  he  who  created  and  redeem- 
ed us  will  not  suffer  us  to  perish.  Rom.  v.  8.  viii.  32. 

The  condition,  without  which  forgiveness  is  not  to  be 
obtained,  is  that  we  forgive  others.  There  is  always  a  dan- 
ger lest  men,  fresh  from  a  trial  in  which  life  has  been  lost, 
should  remember  with  resentment  and  malignity  the  pro- 
secutor, the  witnesses,  or  the  judges.  It  is  indeed  scarce 
possible,  that  with  all  the  prejudices  of  an  interest  so  weigh- 
ty and  so  affecting,  the  convict  should  think  otherwise  than 

#  See  2  Cor.  cls.v.  14,  15. 

t  I  would  have  this  expression  to  be  particularly  attended  to— While 
as  a  dying  man,  with  all  possible  sincerity  of  soul,  F  add,  th;ct,  if  1  could 
wish  to  declare  ray  faith.  I  know  not  of  any  a'ordd  in  which  I  could  do  it 
so  well,  and  so  perfectly  to  iv.y  satisfaction,  ?.»  in  th  •  communion  service 
of  our  church  ;  and  if  I  would  wish  to  coi  linr  that  faith,  1  know  not  of 
any  appointed  method  so  thoroughly  adapted  1o  tuat  ei.das  part  c  petition 
i'i  tha.  communion  itself —See  particularly  in  this  service,  the  fcx^oiln- 
tion,  Confusion,  prayer  beginning  "  We  do  not  pjvsr.n-.e,"  «!tc. — Coi^e- 
cnrtion — ?nd  prayer  after  receiving,  "  O  Lord  and  heavenlv  Fath.'-r," 
&c.— Convicts  should  diligeutlv  and  repeatedly  read  over  the  wrvice 
before  they  communicate. 
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that  he  has  been  treated,  in  some  part  of  the  process,  with 
unnecessary  severity.  In  this  opinion  he  is  perhaps  singu- 
lar, and  therefore  probably  mistaken.  But  there  is  no 
time  for  disquisition  :  we  must  try  to  find  the  shortest  way 
to  peace.  It  is  easier  to  forgive  than  to  reason  right.  He 
that  has  been  injuriously  or  unnecessarily  harassed,  hus 
one  opportunity  more  of  proving  his  sincerity,  by  forgiving 
the  wrong,  and  praying  for  his  enemy. 

It  is  the  duty  of  a  penitent  to  repair,  so  far  as  he  has  the 
power,  the  injury  which  he  has  done.  What  we  can  do, 
is  commonly  nothing  more  than  to  leave  the  world  an  ex- 
ample of  contrition.  On  the  dreadful  day,  when  the  sen- 
tence of  the  law  has  its  full  force,  some  will  be  found  to 
have  affected  a  shameless  bravery,  or  negligent  intrc 
Such  is  not  the  proper  behaviour  of  a  convicted  criminal. 
To  rejoice  in  tortures  is  the  privilege  of  a  martyr ;  to  meet 
death  with  intrepidity  is  the  right  only  of  innocence,  if  in 
any  human  being  innocence  could  be  found.  Of  him  whoso 
life  is  shortened  by  his  crimes,  the  last  duties  are  humility 
and  self-abasement.  We  owe  to  God  sincere  repentance  ;  we 
owe  to  man  the  appearance  of  repentance — We  ought  not 
to  propagate  an  opinion,  that  he  who  lived  in  wickedness 
can  die  with  courage.  If  the  serenity  of  gaiety  with  which 
some  men  have  ended  a  life  of  guilt  were  unfeigned,  they 
can  be  imputed  only  to  ignorance  or  stupidity  ;  or,  what  is 
more  horrid,  to  voluntary  intoxication  ;  if  they  were  £  rti'i- 
cial  and  hypocritical,  they  are  acts  of  deception,  the  useless 
and  unprofitable  crimes  of  pride  unmortitied,  and  obstina- 
cy unsubdued. 

There  is  yet  another  crime  possible,  and,  as  there  i.~  rea- 
son to  believe,  sometimes  committed  in  the  last  moment, 
on  the  margin  of  eternity — Men  have  died  with  a  stead- 
fast denial  of  crimes,  of  which  it  is  very  difficult  to  suppose 
them  innocent.  By  what  equivocation  or  reserve  they  may 
have  reconciled  their  consciences  to  falsehood,  if  their  con- 
sciences were  at  all  consulted,  it  is  impossible  to  know. 
But  if  they  thought  that,  when  they  w^ere  to  die,  they  pvid 
their  legal  forfeit,  and  that  the  world  had  no  farther  de- 
mand upon  them  ;  that  therefore  they  might,  by  keeping 
their  own  secrets,  try  to  leave  behind  them  a, disputable 
reputation  ;  and  that  the  falsehood  was  harmless,  because 
none  were  injured— they  had  very  little  considered  the  na- 
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ture  of  society.  One  of  the  principal  parts  of  rational  feli- 
city arises  from  a  wise  and  impartial  administration  of  jus- 
tice. Every  man  reposes  upon  the  tribunals  of  his  country 
the  stability  of  possession,  and  the  serenity  of  life.  He, 
therefore,  who  unjustly  exposes  the  courts  of  judicature  to 
suspicion,  either  of  partiality  or  error,  not  only  docs  an  in- 
jury to  those  who  dispense  the  laws,  but  diminishes  the 
public  confidence  in  the  laws  themselves,  and  shakes  the 
foundation  of  public  tranquillity. 

For  my  own  part,  I  confess,  with  deepest  compunction, 
the  crime  which  has  brought  me  to  this  place ;  and  admit 
fhe  justice  of  my  sentence,  while  I  am  sinking  under  its 
severity.  And  I  earnestly  exhort  you,  my  fellow-prisoners, 
to  acknowledge  the  offences  which  have  been  already  prov- 
ed ;  and  to  bequeath  to  our  country  that  confidence  in  pub- 
lic justice,  without  which  there  can  be  neither  peace  nor 
safety. 

As  few  men  suffer  for  their  first  offences,  and  most  con- 
victs are  conscious  of  more  crimes  than  have  been  brought 
within  judicial  cognizance,  it  is  necessary  to  enquire  how 
far  confession  ought  to  be  extended.  Peace  of  mind,  or 
,  desire  of  instruction,  may  sometimes  demand  that,  to  the 
minister  whose  counsel  is  requested,  a  long  course  of  evil 
life  should  be  discovered :  but  of  this  every  man  must  de- 
termine for  himself. — Tg  the  public,  every  man,  before  he 
'departs  from  life,  is  obliged  to  confess  those  acts  which 
have  brought,  or  may  bring,  unjust  suspicion  upon  others  ; 
and  to  convey  such  information  as  may  enable  those  who 
have  suffered  losses  to  obtain  restitution. 

Whatever  good  remains  in  our  power  we  must  diligent- 
ly perform.  We  must  prevent,  to  the  utmost  of  our  power, 
all  the  evil  consequences  of  our  crimes  :  we  must  for- 
give all  who  have  injured  us :  we  must,  by  fervency  of 
prayer  and  constancy  in  meditation,  endeavour  to  repress 
all  worldly  passions,  and  generate  in  our  minds  that  love 
of  goodness  and  hatred  of  sin,  which  may  fit  us  for  the  so- 
ciety of  heavenly  minds.  And,  finally,  AVC  must  commend 
and  intrust  our  souls  to  Him,  whs  died  for  the  sins  of  men; 
with  earnest  wishes  and  humb'e  hopes,  that  he  will  admit 
us  with  the  lab.mrers  who  entered  the  vineyard  at  the  last 
Lour,  and  associate  us  with  the  thief  whom  he  pardoned 
en  the  cross  ! 
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To  this  great  end  you  will  not  refuse  to  unite  with  mr», 
on  bended  knees,  and  with  humbled  hearts,  in  fervent 
prayer  to  the  throne  of  grace  !  May  the  Father  of  mercy 
hear  nur  supplication:;,  and  have  compassion  upon  us  ! 

**  O  Almighty  Lord  God,  the  righteous  Judge  of  all  the 
earth,  who  in  thy  providential  justice  dost  frequently  in- 
flict severe  vengeance  upon  sinners  in  this  life,  that  thou 
mayef-1  by  their  sad  examples  effectually  cletur  others  from 
committing  the  like  heinous  offences  ;  and  that  they  them- 
selves, truly  repenting  of  their  faults,  may  escape  the  con- 
demnation of  hell — look  down  in  mercy  upon  us,  thy  sor- 
rowful servants,  whom  thou  hast  suffered  to  become  the 
unhappy  objects  of  offended  justice  in  this  world  ! 

"  Give  us  a  thorough  sense  of  all  those  evil  thoughts, 
words,  and  works,  which  hare  so  provoked  thy  patience, 
that  thou  hast  been  pleased  to  permit  this  public  and 
shameful  judgment  to  fall  upon  us  ;  and  grant  us  such  a 
portion  of  grace  and  godly  sincerity*  that  we  may  heartily 
confess  and  unfeignedly  repent  of  every  breach  of  those 
most  holy  laws  and  ordinances,  which  it  a  man  do,  he  shall 
even  live  in  them. 

"  Let  no  root  of  bitterness  and  malice,  no  habitual  and 
deadly  sin,  either  of  omission  or  commission,  remsin  un- 
di  tur')td  in  our  hearts  !  But  enable  us  to  make  our  repent- 
ar.e  ;  >nversal,  without  the  least  flattering  or  deceitful  re-* 
serve,  that  so  we  may  clear  our  consciences  before  we  close 
our  eyes. 

"  And  now  that  thou  hast  brought  us  within  the  view 
of  our  long  home,  end  made  us  sensible  that  the  time  of 
our  dissolution  draweth  near,  endue  us,  we  humbly  pray 
,  O  gracious  Father,  with  such  Christian  fortitude,  that 
neither  the  terrors  of  thy  present  dispensations,  nor  the  re- 
membrance of  our  former  sins,  may  have  power  to  sink 
our  spi.-its  into  a  despondency  of  thy  everlasting  mercies  in 
the  ji'lorablo  Son  of  thy  love. 

*'  \Vean  our  thoughts  and  affections,  good  Lord,  from 
all  i'.ie  vain  and  delusive  enjoyments  of  this  transitory 
world,  that  we  may  not  only  with  patient  resignation  sub- 
mit to  the  appointed  stroke  of  death,  but  that  our  faith  and 
hope  iruiy  be  so  elevated,  that  we  may  conceive  a  longing 
detiire  t:>  be  dissolved  from  these  our  earthly  tabernacles, 
and  to  be  with  Christ,  which  is  far  better  than  all  the  hap- 
piness we  can  wish  for  betides  ! 
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"  And  in  a  due  sense  of  our  own  extraordinary  want  of 
forgiveness  at  thy  hands,  and  of  our  utmost  unworthiness 
of  the  very  least  of  all  thy  favours — of  the  meanest  crumbs 
\vhich  fall  from  thy  table — O  blessed  Lord  Jesus,  make  us 
KO  truly  and  universally  charitable,  that  in  an  undisstrabled 
compliance  with  thy  own  awful  command  and  most  en- 
dearing example,  we  may  both  freely  forgive  and  cordially 
pray  for  our  most  inveterate  enemies,  persecutors,  and 
.slanderers  !  Forgive  them,  ()  Lord,  we  beseech  thce — turn 
their  hearts,  and  (ill  them  with  thy  love ! 

"  Thus,  may  we  humbly  trust,  our  sorrowful  prayers 
and  tears  will  be  acceptable  in  thy  sight.  Thns  shall  we 
be  qualified,  through  Christ,  to  exchange  this  dismal  bodi- 
ly confinement  (and  these  uneasy  fetters)  for  the  glorious 
liberty  of  the  sons  cf  God — And  thus  shall  our  legal  doom 
upon  earth  be  changed  into  a  comfortable  declaration  of 
mercy  in  the  highest  heavens : — and  all  through  thy  most 
precious  and  all-sufficient  merits,  O  blessed  Saviour  of  man- 
kind ! — who  with  the  Father,  and  th_-  Holy  Ghost,  Ijvest 
find  reignest  ever,  one  God,  world  without  end.  Amen."* 
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Written  June  27,  in  the.  Night  previous  to  his  Suffering, 
GREAT  and  glorious  Lord  God  ;  Thou  Father  of  Mercies, 
and  God  of  all  Comfort !  a  poor  and  humble  publican  stands 
trembling  in  thy  awful  presence  ;  a.id,  undcx  the  deep 
sense  of  innumerable  transgressions,  scarce  dares  so  much 
as  to  lift  up  his  eyes,  or  to  say,  **  Lord,  be  merciful  tome, 
a  sinner  !" 

For  [  have  sinned,  O  Lord  !  I  have  most  giievously  sin- 
ned against  Thee  ;  sinned  against  light,  against  conv:ction  ; 
and  by  a  thousand,  thousand  offences,  justly  provoked  thy 
wrath  and  indignation  !  My  sins  are  peculiarly  aggravated, 
and  their  burden  more  than  ordinarily  oppreisiv^  to  my 

*  S-jo  R'>hgf  !!'•>  PrUni!i;r'b  Director  :-  a  work  of  .v.i:    tru  ri  —  .iiiU  wivch 
1  ha-  eenilcavoujtd,  in  my  ua-Lmch;  ly  houjs  of  }<-i&uic,  to  i'?vi.-  ,  and 
((  humbly  hope  improve;  an4  mean  to  leave  uehim!  we,  m  the  iv-mls 
cftheOidi  a--y,  asHsu  '    tes:i-i  .  ay  of  .uj :  .-.inccro.    .111  v.ry  v 
iJcRvours,  for  the  bust  welfiansof  anlciupy  men  i.i   o  .ri.u-  ncft ,  ; 
1  have  wrtttcf  4  geqeial  Address,  to  be  ^rtftxed  to  t lie  at- w  cd:t.onof 
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soul,  from  the  sight  and  sense  I  have  had  of  thy  love,  and 
from  the  high  and  solemn  obligations  of  my  nacred  cha- 
racter ! 

But,  oppressed  with  consciousness,  and  broken  in  heart 
under  the  sense  of  guilt,  I  come,  oh  Lord!  with  earnest 
prayer  and  tears,  supplicating  Thee,  of  thy  mercy,  to  look 
upon  me  :  and  forgive  me  for  His  precious  merit's  sake, 
which  are  infinitely  more  unbounded  than  even  all  the  sins 
of  a  whole  sinful  world  !  By  His  cross  and  passion,  I  im- 
plore, to  spare  and  to  deliver  me,  O  Lord  ! 

Blessed  be  thy  unspeakable  goodness  for  that  wonderful 
display  of  divine  love,  on  which  alone  is  my  hope  and  my 
confidence  !  Thou  hast  invited,  oh  blessed  Redeemer,  the 
burdened  and  heavy-laden,  the  sick  in  soul,  and  wearied 
with  sin,  to  come  to  Thee,  and  receive  rest.  Lord,  I  come  ! 
Be  it  unto  me  according  to  thy  infallible  word  !  Grant  me 
thy  precious,  thy  inestimable  rest ! 

Be  with  me,  thou  all-sufficient  God,  in  the  dreadful  trial 
through  which  I  am  to  pass  !  and  graciously  vouchsafe  to 
fulfil  in  me  those  precious  promises  which  Thou,  in  such 
fatherly  kindness,  hast  delivered  to  thy  afflicted  children  ! 
Enable  me  to  see  and  adore  thy  disposing  hand  in  this  aw- 
ful, but  mournful  event ;  and  to  contemplate  at  an  humble 
distance  thy  great  example  ;  who  did  go  forth,  bearing  thy 
cross,  and  enduring  its  shame,  under  the  consolatory  as- 
surance of  the  joy  set  before  Thee  ! 

-And  oh  !  my  triumphant  Lord  !  in  the  moment  of  death, 
and  in  the  last  hour  of  conflict,  suffer  me  not  to  doubt  or 
despond  !  but  sustain  me  in  thy  arms  of  love  ;  and  oh,  re- 
ceive and  present  faultless  to  thy  Father,  in  the  robe  of  thy 
righteousness,  my  poor  and  unworthy  soul,  which  thou 
hast  redeemed  with  thy  most  precious  blood  ! 

Thus  commending  myself  and  my  eternal  concerns  into 
thy  most  faithful  hands,  in  firm  hope  of  a  happy  reception 
into  thy  kingdom ;  oh,  my  God,  hear  me,  while  I  humbly 
extend  my  supplications  for  others  ;  and  pray,  That  thou 
wouldst  bless  the  King  and  all  his  family  ;  that  thou 
wouidst  preserve  the  crown  in  his  house  to  endless  genera- 
tions, and  make  him  the  happy  minister  of  truth,  of  peace, 
and  of  prosperity,  to  his  people  i  Bless  that  people,  O  Lord  ! 
and  shine,  as  thou  hast  done,  with  the  light  of  thy  favour, 
on  this  little  portion  of  thy  boundless  creation.  Diffuse 
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more  andincre  a  spirit  of  Christian  piety  amongst  all  ranks 
and  orders  of  men  ;  and  in  particular  fill  their  hearts  with 
universal  and  unassembled  love  ;— ^Love  to  thee,  and  love 
to  each  other  ! 

Amidst  the  manifold  mercies  and  blessings  vouchsafed 
through  thy  gracious  influence — thou  Sovereign  ituler  of 
all  hearts  ! — to  so  unworthy  a  worm,  during  this  dark  day 
of  my  sorrows,  enable  me  to  be  thankful ;  and  in  the  sin- 
cerity of  heart-felt  gratitude  to  implore  thine  especial  bless- 
ings on  all  my  beloved  fellow-creatures,  who  have  by  any 
means  interested  themselves  in  my  preservation  !  May  the 
prayers  they  have  offered  for  me,  return  in  mercies  on  their 
own  heads  !  May  the  sympathy  they  have  shown,  rtfrt.,h 
and  comfort  their  o\vn  hearts  !  And  may  all  their  good  en- 
deavours and  kindnesses  be  amply  repaid  by  a  full  supplj 
f  thy  grace,  and  abundant  assistance  to  tnem  in  their  day 
nidistress  ; — in  their  most  anxious  hours  of  need  ! 

To  the  more  particular  and  jaimediate  instruments  of 
hy  providential  love  and  goodness  to  me,  O  vouchsafe  to 
impart,  Author  of  all  good — a  rkh  supply  of  thy  choicest 
comforts  !  Fill  their  hearts  with  thy  love,  and  their  lives 
with  thy  favour  !  Guard  them  in  every  dangc-r  .  sooth 
them  in  every  sorrow  :  bless  them  in  every  laudable  under- 
taking :  restore  an  hundred-fold  all  their  temporal  supplies 
to  me  and  mine  :  and,  after  a  course  cf  extensive  utility, 
advance  them,  through  the  merits  of  Jesus,  to  lives  of  e- 
ternal  bliss. 

Extend,  great  Father  of  the  world,  thy  more  especial 
care  and  kindness  to  my  nearer  and  most  uear  connexions. 
Bless  with  thy  continual  presence  and  protection  my  dear 
brother  and  sister,  and  ail  their  children  and  friends  i  Hold 
them  in  thy  hand  of  tender  care  ana  mercy ;  and  give  them 
to  experience,  that  in  thee  there  is  iuiiiHtc  loviug- kindness 
and  truth  ! — Lo~-k  with  a  tender  eye  on  all  tiuir  temporal 
concerns  ;  and  after  lives  of  faithfulness  and  truth,  oil  i^ur 
them  to  thy  bosom,  and  unite  us  together  in  thy  eternal 
love ! 

But  oh,  my  adorable  Lord  and  hope,  suffer  me  in  a  more 
particular  manner  to  offer  up  to  thy  sovereign  and  gracious 
c  .iv  pay  loi:g-trifcd  auu  most  aiiectionate  wife  '.  Husband, 
of  the  widow,  be  thou  her  support  •  sustain  and  console 
her  afflicted  mind  !  enable  her  with  patient  submission  to 
M  3 
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receive  all  thy  will :  and  when,  in  thy  good  time,  thou 
hast  perfected  her  for  thy  blessed  kingdom,  unite  again 
our  happy  and  immortal  spirits  in  celestial  love,  as  thou 
hast  been  pleased  to  unite  us  in  sincere  earthly  affection ! 
Lord  Jesus,  vouchsafe  unto  her  thy  peculiar  grace  and  all- 
sufficient  consolation  ! 

If  I  have  any  enemies,  oh,  thou  who  diedst  for  thine  e- 
nemies,  hear  my  prayers  for  tjiem !  Forgive  them  all  their 
ill-will  to  me,  and  fill  their  hearts  with  thy  love  !  And,  oh, 
vouchsafe  abundantly  to  bless  and  save  all  those  who  have 
either  wished  or  done  me  evil !  Forgive  me,  gracious  God  ! 
the  wrong  or  injury  I  have  done  to  others ;  and  so  forgive 
me  my  trespasses,  as  I  freely  and  fully  forgive  all  those 
who  have  in  any  degree  trespassed  against  me.  1  desire 
thy  grace,  to  purify  my  soul  from  every  taint  of  malevo- 
lence ;  and  to  fit  me,  by  perfect  love,  for  the  society  of 
spirits,  whose  business  and  happiness  is  love  ! 

Glory  be  to  thee,  oh  God  !  for  all  the  blessings  thou  hast 
granted  me  from  the  day  of  my  creation  until  the  present 
hour  ;  I  feel  and  adore  thy  exceeding  goodness  in  all ;  and 
in  this  last  and  closing  affliction  of  my  life,  I  acknowledge 
most  humbly  the  justice  of  thy  fatherly  correction,  and 
bow  my  head  with  thankfulness  to  thy  rod  !  Great  and 
good  in  all !  I  adore,  and  magnify  thy  mercy  ;  I  behold  in 
all  thy  love  manifestly  displayed  ;  and  rejoice  that  I  am  at 
once  thy  creature  and  thy  redeemed  ! 

As  such,  O  Lord,  my  Creator  and  Redeemer,  I  commit 
my  soul  into  thy  faithful  hands  !  Wash  it  and  purify  it  in 
the  blood  of  thy  Son  from  every  defiling  stain :  perfect  what 
is  wanting  in  it ;  and  grant  me,  poor,  returning,  weeping, 
wretched  prodigal — grant  me  the  lowest  place  in  thy  heav- 
enly house  ;  in  and  for  his  sole  and  all-sufficient  merits — 
the  adorable  Jesus ; — who,  with  the  Father  and  the  Holy 
Ghost,  liveth  and  reigneth  ever,  one  God,  world  without 
end  !  Amen  and  Amen,  Lord  Je?u«  ! 
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A  LETTER  TO  THE  REVEREND  DR  DODD ; 

Srnt  kiiu  during  his  Confinement  in  Netcgate. 

DEAR  SIR, 

LET  it  not  surprise  you  in  this  tremendous  hour,  to  be  ac- 
costed by  an  old,  perhaps,  forgotten,  but  still  sympathiz- 
ing, Friend.  The  world  smiles  in  prosperity  ;  the  Chris- 
tian loves  in  adversity ;  and  the  hour  of  Nature's  sorrow 
is  the  important  period  for  such  a  friendship. 

From  the  first  moment  the  melancholy  news  had  reach- 
ed ray  ears,  ho\v  truly  was  my  heart  engaged  in  prayer  and 
pity  !  I  anticipated  the  dreadful  pangs  which  rend  your 
soul ;  and  the  awful  consideration,  that  those  things  were 
but  the  beginning  of  sorrow,  was  ready  to  draw  blood  from 
my  heart,  as  well  as  tears  from  my  eyes.  I  turned  to  Him 
from  whom  proceeds  all  that  is  truly  great  and  good,  and 
was  encouraged  to  entreat  the  merciful  Redeemer  to  look 
down  with  tender  pity,  and  cause  this  dark  night  to  become 
the  womb  of  a  bright  morning  ;  yea,  the  brightest  your 
eyes  have  ever  seen. 

Every  stroke  of  your  rod  deeply  affects  me,  but  above  all, 
J  feel  for  your  precious,  your  immortal  soul. 

Will  you  permit  me,  my  dear  Sir,  to  threw  aside  all  re- 
serve, while  treating  on  this  important  subject  ?  Shall  I 
prevail  with  you  to  bear  with  the  manner  for  the  sake  of 
the  matter  ;  and  despise  not  truth  though  ignorantly  ut- 
tered ? 

I  fear  you  have  lived  a  long  time  in  that  friendship  with 
the  world  which  the  Spirit  of  God  declares  is  enmity  with 
himself.  However  excellent  some  or  many  of  your  actions 
may  have  been,  you  have  rested  in  the  letter,  not  in  the 
spirit  of  Christianity  ;  you  -have  been  contented  without 
the  experimental  knowledge  of  those  words,  *«  He  that  is 
in  Christ  Jesus  is  a  new  creature."  Your  will,  your  affec- 
tions, your  desires  and  delights,  have  they  not  all  been  fix- 
ed on  earthly  objects?  Rejoicing  in  the  possession,  or 
mourning  the  disappointment,  your  daily  delight  has  not 
been  in  the  divine  communications  of  the  Holy  Spirit ; 
fellowship  with  God  has  not  been  your  chiefest  joy  ;  the 
pursuit  of  empty  shadows  found  neareraccess  to  your  heart 
than  the  noble  choice  of  following  the  despised  Nazarene. 
ThinV  not,  dear  Sir,  I  draw  this  judgment  from  > 
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unhappy  event.  O,  no  ;  that  I  only  consider  as  the  natu- 
ral fruit  of  the  unregenerate  heart.  The  point  I  aim  at  is, 
the  want  of  thr.t  charge,  that  death  unto  sin,  that  new  birth 
unto  righteousness,  whereby  the  children  of  wrath  become 
the  children  of  grace.  St  Paul  says,  **  I  have  fought  the 
good  fight,  I  have  kept  the  faith :"  therefore  he  was  will- 
ing to  be  offered  up,  since  nothing  but  a  crown  of  right- 
eousness presented  itself  to  his  opening  prospect.  He  had 
kept  that  faith  which  purifieth  the  heart,  overcometh  the 
world,  and  quencheth  all  the  fiery  darts  of  the  evil  one. 

I  remember,  when  1  was  about  fourteen,  the  season  in 
which  I  was  favoured  with  your  most  intimate  acquaint- 
ance, you  once  told  a  story  which  I  shall  never  forget, 
concerning  one  of  the  Scotch  Divines,  who  said  on  his 
death-bed,  "  If  every  stone,  timber,  and  na  ilin  this  house 
could  speak,  they  would  bear  witness  to  the  many  hours  of 
sweet  communion  my  soul  hath  spent  with  God  therein." 
O,  Sir,  can  the  beams  of  your  house  bear  witness  that  vuur 
enjoyments  have  been  such  as  eternity  -shall  ripen  !  And 
this  heavenly  disposition,  you  must  be  sensible,  can  alone, 
fit  us  for  the  enjoyment  of  the  New  Jerusalem.  No  object 
can  give  pleasure  unless  it  meets  with  a  sense  whu-ii  suits 
and  apprehends  it.  The  grain  of  corn  is  more  welcome  to 
the  fowl  than  the  richest  pearl.  So  to  the  soul,  whose  trea- 
sure is  yet  on  earth,  the  beauties  of  the  iovely  Jesus  shine 
in  vain.  But,  alas. !  who  can  break  this  adamantine  chain  ? 
Who  can  unlock  the  heart  bound  down  with  twice  ten 
thousand  ties,  and  bring  the  captive  soul  into  the  glorious 
liberty  of  the  sons  of  God  ?  Can  disappointment,  can  re- 
proach, dishonour,  loss,  or  even  death  itself  ?  Alas  !  these 
may  torment,  but  never  change  the  heart  :  it  is  a  sight  of 
the  crucified  Jesus  alone  which  breaks  your  heart  in  pieces. 
This  Jesus  waits  to  do  you  good  ;  hear  him  saying,  Thou 
hast  destroyed  thyself,  but  in  me  is  thy  help.  O  that  you 
would  cry  ;  his  ear  attends  the  softest  prayer.  This  is  my 
fear,  lest  you  should  forget  there  is  no  way  into  the  sheep- 
fold  but  through  the  door,  and  no  way  of  entering  that 
door,  but  knowing  ourselves  to  be  lost  and  undone  crea- 
tures, whose  ways  have  been  altogether  perverse  before 
him,  and  then  to  be  saved  by  faith  in  Christ  alone. 

How  often  has  Christ  appeared  delightful  even  in  a  pri- 
son !  Several  have  praised  God  for  bringing  them  there, 
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nnd  by  that  means  awakening  them  to  a  knowledge  of  their 
lost  estate,  that  they  might  be  made  acquainted  with  a 
happiness  till  then  unknown.  Adorable  Jesus  !  so  work 
on  the  soul  of  this  my  unhappy  friend,  display  thy  pardon- 
ing love,  and  write  it  oil  his  aching  heart : 

««  Xo  ;  my  best  actions  cannot  save, 

But  thou  must  cleanse  e'en  them ; 
Yet  when  on  thee  I  do  believe, 

My  worst  shall  not  condemn." 

I  know  not  how  to  break  off*.  My  spirit  deeply  mourns 
both  for  your  present  and  approaching  sufferings,  and  c- 
qually  for  her  who  so  sadly  shares  your  every  woe.  Had 
you  remained  in  prosperity,  nothing  would  have  b^en  far- 
ther from  my  thoughts  than  a  renewal  of  acquaintance  ; 
for  I  have  found  in  being  despised  and  trampled  underfoot 
of  the  great  ones  of  the  earth,  more  solid  peace,  more  last- 
ing joy,  than  my  warmest  wishes  could  ever  have  expect- 
ed :  but  now  I  cannot  forget  you  if  I  would,  I  long  for 
your  salvation ;  will  you  acknowledge  all  the  wisdom  of 
the  world  can  never  save  you  ?  Will  you  look  for  salvation 
from  the  mere  mercy  of  God  ?  How  many  have  gone  tri- 
umphantly to  glory,  even  from  under  the  hand  of  an  exe- 
cutioner !  My  dear  Sir,  that  triumph  may  be  yours ;  and 
if  you  do  not  reject  it,  it  surely  shall.  The  king  of  terrors 
shall  appear  no  longer  terrible  ;  and  your  happy  spirit, 
loosed  from  every  earthly  tie,  and  delighted  with  the  free- 
dom of  the  living  water,  shall  spring  into  eternity  with  so 
feeling  a  joy  as  you  have  never  known  in  all  your  life. 
You  have  tried  the  world  and  found  it  empty.  Never  did 
man  strive  more  for  the  honours  of  it  than  you  have  done; 
for  that,  you  turned  your  back  on  the  closest  followers  of 
the  Lamb,  the  little  few  despised  indeed  of  man,  but  whose 
lives  were  hid  with  Christ  in  God ;  for  that  you  have  been 
conformed  in  all  your  life  and  conversation  to  the  customs, 
fashions,  and  maxims  of  it :  but  while  you  were  a  slave  to 
man,  ungrateful  man  !  who  neither  thanked  nor  paid  you, 
you  slighted  Him  who  is  able  to  cast  both  body  and  soul 
into  hell.  But,  O  the  unbounded  love  of  Jesus  !  He 
blasted  all  your  hopes;  He  chastened  and  corrected.  For 
what  end  ?  Only  to  convince  you  how  ready  he  is  to  re- 
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ceive  and  make  you  a  beloved  son.  The  wicked  have  no 
bands  in  their  death,  they  will  not  listen  to  awakening 
fears;  but  v/honi  the  Lord  ioveth  he  cha;,teneth  :  yea,  the 
body  may  be  given  up  to  suffer,  that  the  spirit  may  be  sav- 
ed in  the  day  of  the  Lord. 

I  am  not  yet  without  hope,  even  for  your  life.  It  is 
founded  on  this  :  I  know  the  heart*  of  all  are  in  the  hands 
of  my  God,  from  the  king  on  the  throne  to  the  beggar  on 
the  dunghill ;  and  he  turneth  them  what  way  soever  he 
\vilk  I  know,  if  you  seek  but  Daniel's  faith,  Daniel's  God 
can  shut  the  lion's  mouth.  If,  with  Nebuchadnezzar  you 
have  learned  to  acknowledge  the  Most  High  ruler  over -all, 
he  can  restore  you  again  to  your  former  estate,  or  else  take 
you  to  behold  his  glory.  When  I  consider  your  great  ta- 
lents, and  how  much  you  might  have  done  for  God,  I  can- 
not help  crying  to  the  Lord  once  more  to  send  you  into  hLs 
vineyard  with  a  changed  heart  full  of  the  Holy"  Ghost  and 
power.  And  now,  my  dear  Sir,  what  shall 'l  say?  My 
heart  is  full :  I  know  not  how  to  leave  oft':  it  is  as  though 
my  pen  could  not  part  from  the  paper.  Nature  shrinks 
from  that  pang  which  is  usually  the  sad  attendant  of  a  last 
farewell:  but  Grace  cries  out,  Yet  there  is  hope.  An  eter- 
nity of  joy  presents  a  kingdom  where  no  horrid  alarm  of 
war  shall  break  our  eternal  repose  ;  where  sorrow,  death, 
and  parting,  shall  be  no  more ;  and  the  Royal  Army  of 
Cross-bearers,  who  have  washed  their  robes  and  made  them 
white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  are  ready  to  embrace  and 
welcome  you  among  them. 

To  that  efficacious  blood,  with  tears  of  love  and  sorrow, 
I  commit  you ;  and,  though  with  reluctance,  I  must  now 
conclude, 

Your  sincerely  affectionate 
and  sympathizing  friend, 

Feb.  1777.  MARY  BOSANQUET, 
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By  a  Series  of  Correspondence,  almost  tci ekly,  from  the  above 
date,  till  ii.-il/ii>!  three  days  of  hi*  execution,  MIKS  Ld.inn- 
ijuct  tiny  a,  she  has  reason  to  believe  he  felt  a  contrite  heart, 

and  found  the  Sinner'*  Friend  to  be  his June  25tA,  Ac 

vcrote  her  his  last  farewell,  as  follows: 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND, 

On  Friday  morning  I  am  to  be  made  immortal !  I  die 
with  a  heart  truly  contrite,  and  broken  under  a  sense  of 
its  great  and  manifold  offences,  but  comforted  and  sustain- 
ed by  a  firm  faith  in  the  pardoning  love  of  Jesus  Christ. 
My  earnest  prayers  to  God  are,  that  we  may  meet  and 
know  each  other  in  that  kingdom,  towards  which  you  have 
been  so  long  and  so  happily  travelling.  I  return  you  rny 
most  affectionate  thanks  for  ail  your  friendly  attention  to 
me  ;  and  have  no  doubt,  should  any  opportunity  offer,  you 
will  remember  my  excellent,  but  most  afflicted  partner  in 
distress.  I  do  not  know  where  to  direct  to  worthy  Mr 
Parker,  but  beg  to  trouble  you  with  my  dying  love  and 
kind  remembrance  to  him.  The  Lord  Jesus  Christ  be 
\vith  our  spirits.  Amen. 

June  25,  1777.  W.  DODD. 

Soon  after  the  Doctor's  death,  the  lady  received  from  a 
faithful  minister  of  Jesus  Christ,  who  constantly  attended 
him,  a  very  encouraging  account,  in  which  he  declares  he 
believes  him  to  be  singing  the  song  of  the  redeemed,  and 
concludes  his  letter  \\ith  the  following  words : 

"  Thus  ended  the  mortal,  and  began  the  never-ceasing 
life  of  your  old  and  my  new  friend  .  and  I  bltss  God  our 
Saviour  for  this  new  proof  of  his  saving  grace,  and  the 
power  of  his  precious  blood. 

"  The  time  is  elapsed  ;  I  have  written  more  than  I  in- 
tended, and  yet  not  a  tenth  part  of  what  1  could.  You 
may  be  comforted,  as  I  have  been  richly.  Your  and  rny 
fears  are  at  an  end. 

««  May  the  God  of  all  grace  keep  your  and  my  heart  in 
the  knowledge  of  him,  yea.  cause  us  to  grow  in  grace  and 
love !  This  is  the  earnest  prayer  of 

"  Your  affectionate  friend, 
*'  and  willing  servant  in  Christ." 
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DR  DODD'S  ACCOUNT  OF  HIMSELF.* 

THE  greatest  affliction  and  oppres-sion  to  my  mind  at  pre- 
sent is,  the  piercing  reflection  that  I,  who  have  lived  all 
in  an  endeavour  to  promote  the  truth  of  Christiani- 
ty, should  now  become  an  obstacle  to  that  truth,  and  a 
scandal  to  that  profession  ; — that  I,  who  have  with  all  my 
power,  and  with  all  sincerity,  laboured  to  do  good,  and  be 
a  blessing  to  my  fellow-creatures,  should  now  become  an 
evil  and  a  curse.  What  shall  I,  can  I,  ought  I  to  do,  to 
prevent,  as  much  as  in  me  lies,  any  such  dreadful  conse- 
quences of  my  shame  and  my  crime  ?  Will  a  public  attest- 
ation of  my  sincere  belief  of  Christianity,  and  an  ingenu- 
ous detail  and  confession  of  my  offences,  be  of  any  avail  ? 
—In  order  to  do  this,  and  to  acquaint  you  in  few  words 
with  a  perfect  knowledge  of  myself  (though  I  should  wish 
to  do  it  more  fully)  be  so  good  as  to  consider  the  few  fol- 
lowing particulars : 

I  entered  very  young  on  public  life,  very  innocent — 
very  ignorant — and  very  ingenuous.  I  lived  many  happy 
years  at  West  Ham,  in  an  uninterrupted  and  successful 
discharge  of  my  duty.  A  disappointment  in  the  living  of 
that  parish  obliged  me  to  exert  myself ;  and  I  engaged  for 
a  chapel  near  Buckingham-Gate.  Great  success  attended 
the  undertaking  :  it  pleased  and  elated  me.  At  the  same 
time  Lord  Chesterfield,  to  whom  I  was  personally  unknown, 
offered  me  the  care  of  his  heir,  Mr  Stanhope.-j-  By  the 
advice  of  my  dear  friend,  now  in  heaven,  Dr  Squire,  I  en- 
gaged under  promises  which  were  not  performed.  Such  a 
distinction  too,  you  must  know,  served  to  increase  a  young 
man's  vanity.  I  was  naturally  led  into  more  extensive  and 
important  connections,  and  of  course,  into  greater  expenses 
and  more  dissipations.  Indeed,  before,  1  never  dissipated 
at  all — for  many,  many  years,  never  seeing  a  play-house, 
or  any  public  place,  but  living  entirely  in  Christian  duties. 
Thus  brought  to  town,  and  introduced  to  gay  life,  I  fell 
into  its  snares.  Ambition  and  vanity  led  me  on.  My  tem- 
per, naturally  cheerful,  was  pleased  with  company  ;  natu- 
rally generous,  it  knew  not  the  use  of  money  ;  it  was  a 

*  Of  this  account  Dr  Dodd  may  be  said  to  have  only  drawn  the  out- 
>'n:(.--,  :lu>  picture,  as  it  appears,  \vas  finished  by  Dr  Johnson. 
f  The  present  Lcrd  Chesterfield. 
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stranger  to  the  useful  science  of  economy  and  frugality  ; 
nor  could  it  withhold  from  distress,  what  it  too  much  (of- 
ten) wanted  itself. 

Besides  this,  the  habit  of  uniform,  regular,  sober  piety, 
and  of  watchfulness  and  devotion,  wearing  off,  amidst  this 
unavoidable  scene  of  dissipation,  I  was  not,  as  at  \Vi  st 
Ham,  the  innocent  man  that  I  lived  there.  I  committed 
offences  against  my  God  !  which  yet,  I  bless  him,  were  al- 
ways, in  reflection,  detestable  to  me. 

But  my  greatest  evil  was  expense.  To  supply  it,  I  fell 
into  the  dreadful  and  ruinous  mode  of  raising  money  by 
nnnulties.  The  annuities  devoured  me.  Still  I  exerted 
myself  by  every  means  to  do  what  I  thought  right,  and 
built  my  hopes  of  perfect  extrication  from  all  my  difficul- 
ties when  my  young  and  beloved  pupil  should  come  of  age. 
But,  alas  !  during  this  interval,  which  was  not  very  long, 
I  declare  with  solemn  truth,  that  I  never  varied  from  the 
steady  belief  of  the  Christian  doctrines  !  I  preached  them 
with  all  my  power,  and  kept  back  nothing  from  my  con- 
gregations'which  I  thought  might  tend  to  their  best  wel- 
fare ;  and  I  was  very  successful  in  this  way  during  the 
time.  Nor,  though  I  spent  in  dissipation  many  hours  which 
I  ought  not,  but  to  which  my  connexions  inevitably  led, 
was  I  idle  during  this  period  ;  as  my  Commentary  on  the 
Bible,  my  Sermons  to  Young  Men,  und  several  other  pub- 
lications prove.  I  can  say  too,  with  pleasure,  that  I  stu- 
diously employed  my  interest,  through  the  connexions  I  had, 
for  the  good  of  others.  I  never  forgot  or  neglected  the 
cause  of  the  distressed  ;  many,  if  need  were,  could  bear 
me  witness.  Let  it  suffice  to  say,  that  during  this  period 
1  instituted  the  Charity  for  the  discharge  of  Debtors. 

Such  is  the  plain  and  ingenuous  detail  of  myself.  I  sin- 
cerely lament  ail  I  have  done  wrong.  I  love,  and  ever 
diil,  religion  and  goodness.  I  hate  and  abhor  vice,  and 
myself  for  ever  having  committed  any.  1  look  with  pecu- 
liar detestation  on  the  crime  to  which  I  am  at  pi>  :ent  ob- 
noxious ;  and  I  wish  before  I  die,  of  all  things,  i:  possible, 
to  make  amer. da—by  the  most  sincere  and  full  confession 
and  humiliation  of  myself. 

\V.  DODD. 

May  21,  1777. 

N 
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The  following  Declaration  Dr  Dodtl  inclosed  in  a  Letter  to  a 

Friend  some  time  before  he  suffered. 

THOUGH  I  acknowledge  in  all  its  atrocity,  and  more  espe- 
cially with  a  view  to  my  peculiar  circumstances  and  cha- 
racter, the  offence  for  which  I  suffer — yet,  considering  that 
it  is  punished  with  such  sanguinary  severity  in  no  com- 
mercial state  under  heaven,  and  that  in  my  case  it  has  been 
fully  atoned  for,  so  far  as  human  creatures  can  atone  to 
each  other,  I  cannot  but  judge  my  punishment  rather  hard : 
— and  still  more  so,  as  that  public  (for  whose  benefit  and 
example  such  ignominious  death  and  punishment  can  alone 
be  intended)  has  with  a  pleading,  and  almost  unanimous 
voice  supplicated  the  throne,  in  the  most  humble  manner, 
to  show  mercy,  and  avert  the  abhorred  stroke,  by  assigning 
another,  though  perhaps  not  less  afflictive  punishment. 

In  this  dispensation,  however,  I  look  far  beyond  the 
hand  of  poor  human  vengeance,  and  adore  the  justice  and 
goodness  of  God,  who,  correcting  me  in  judgment,  for  de- 
viations from  the  purity  of  his  Gospel,  as  a  distinguished 
minister  of  it,  has  been  pleased  to  call  me  thus  by  death 
to  proclaim  my  repentance,  and  to  attest  my  faith  in  Him ; 
and  to  declare  to  all  my  fellow-creatures,  and  to  my  belov- 
ed countrymen  in  particular,  for  whose  love  to  me  I  am 
under  the  highest  obligations,  my  firm  belief  of  the  prin- 
ciples which  I  .have  long  preached,  and  in  my  writings  de- 
livered with  the  utmost  truth  and  sincerity ;  and  which  I 
thus  seal  with  my  blood,  in  perfect  resignation  to  the  will 
of  my  adorable  Master,  and  in  a  firm  dependence  on  those 
principles  for  the  salvation  of  my  own  soul. 

W.  DODD. 


Letters  to  tvo  Xolle  Lords  of  His  Majesty's  Most  Honour- 
able Privy  Council. 

LETTER  I. 
MY  LORD,* 

I  HAVE  committed  a  capital  crime,  for  which  the  sentence 
of  the  lav/  has  been  passed  upon   me  ;  and  whether  that 
sentence  shall  be  executed  in  its  full  rigour,  may,  perhaps, 
depend  upon  the  suffrage  of  your  Lordship. 
*  L:>rU  North,  then  prime  minister. 
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The  shame  and  self-reproach  with  which  I  now  solicit 
your  commiseration,  I  hope  no  man  will  ever  feel,  who 
has  not  deserved  to  feel  them  like  myself.  Hut  I  will  not 
tlespair  of  being  heard  with  pity,  v.  hen,  under  the  terrors 
of  a  speedy  and  disgraceful  death,  I  most  humbly  implore 
your  Lordship's  intercession. 

My  life  has  not  bsen  wholly  useless  ;  I  have  laboured 
in  my  calling  diligently  and  successfully  ;  but  success  in- 
flamed my  vanity,  and  my  heart  betrayed  me.  Violent 
passions  have  exposed  me  to  violent  temptations ;  but  I 
am  not  the  first  whom  temptation  has  overthrown.  I 
have,  in  all  my  deviations,  kept  Right  always  in  view, 
and  have  invariably  resolved  to  return  to  it.  Whether,  in 
a  prosperous  state,  I  should  have  kept  my  resolution,  pub- 
lic justice  has  not  suffered  me  to  know. 

My  crime  has  been  indeed  atrocious,  but  my  punish]} 
ment  has  not  been  light.  From  a  height  of  reputation, 
which  perhaps  raised  envy  in  others,  and  certainly  pro- 
duced pride  in  myself,  I  have  fallen  to  the  lowest  and 
grossest  infamy ;  from  an  income  which  prudence  might 
have  made  plentiful,  I  am  reduced  to  live  on  those  remains 
of  charity  which  infamy  has  left  me. 

When  so  much  has  been  given  to  justice,  I  humbly  en- 
treat that  life,  such  as  it  must  now  he,  may  be  given  to 
mercy;  and  that  your  Lordship's  influence  maybe  em- 
ployed in  disposing  our  Sovereign  to  look  with  compassion 
on,  My  LORD, 

Your  LORDSHIP'S  most  humble  supplicant, 
June  Jit  1777.  WILLIAM  DODD. 


LETTER  II. 

MY  LORD*, 

NOT  many  days  are  now  to  pass  before  the  fate  of  one  of 
the  most  miserable  of  human  beings  will  be  finally  deter- 
mined. The  efficacy  of  ycur  Lordship's  voice  is  well 
known  ;  and  whether  I  shall  immediately  suffer  an  igno- 
minious death,  or  wander  the  rest  of  my  days  in  ignomi- 
nious exile,  your  opinion  will  probably  determine.  Do 

*  Earl  Mansfield. 
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not  refuse,  my  Lord,  to  hear  the  plea,  whatever  it  may  be, 
which  I  humbly  oppo.se  to  the  extremity  of  justice. 

1  acknowledge,  my  Lord,  the  atrociousness  of  my  crime; 
I  admit  the  truth  of  the  verdict  that  condemned  me ;  yet 
I  hope,  that  when  my  evil  is  censured,  my  good  may  like- 
wise be  remembered  :  and  that  it  may  be  considered  how 
much  that  society  which  is  injured  by  my  fraud,  has  been 
benefited  by  my  charitable  labours. — I  have  offended  ;  I 
am  penitent;  I* entreat  but  for  life,  for  a  life  which  must 
pass  certainly  in  dishonour,  and  probably  in  want.  Do 
not  refuse,  my  Lord,  to  compassionate  a  man  who,  blasted 
in  fame,  and  ruined  in  fortune,  yet  shrinks  with  terror 
from  the  precipice  of  eternity.  Let  me  live,  however  mi- 
serable ;  and  let  my  miseries  warn  all  those  to  whom  they 
shall  be  known,  against  self-indulgence,  vanity,  and  pro- 
fusion. 

Once  more,  my  Lord,  let  me  beg  for  life  ;  and  when 
you  see  me  going  from  the  gloom  of  a  prison  to  the  penu- 
ry cf  banishment,  do  not  consider  public  justice  as  wholly 
unsatisfied  by  the  sufferings  of, 
My  LORD, 

Your  LORDSHIP'S  most  humble  supplicant, 
June,  11,  177T.  WILLIAM  DODD. 


DR  DODD'S  PETITION, 

(PRESENTED  BY  HIS  BROTHER) 
To  the  King's  Most  Excellent  Majesty. 

SIRE, 

IT  is  most  humbly  presented  to  Your  Majesty  by  Wil- 
liam Dodd,  the  unhappy  convict  now  under  sentence  of 
death, 

That  William  Dodd,  acknowledging  the  justice  of  the 
sentence  denounced  against  him,  hay  no  hope  or  refuge 
but  in  your  Majesty's  clemency  : 

That  though  to  recollect  or  mention  the  usefulnes  of  his 
life,  or  the  efficacy  of  his  ministry,  must  overwhelm  him, 
in  his  present  condition,  with  shame  and  sorrow,  yet  he 
humbly  hopes  that  his  past  labours  will  not  wholly  be  for- 
gotten;  and  that  the  zeal  with  which  he  has  exhorted 
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others  to  a  good  life,  thopgh  it  does  not  txunuate  his 
crime,  may  mitigate  his  punishment : 

That  debased  as  he  is  by  ignominy,  and  distressed  as 
he  is  by  poverty,  scorned  by  the  world,  and  detested  by 
himself,  deprived  of  all  external  comforts,  and  afflicted  by 
consciousness  of  guilt,  he  can  derive  no  hopes  of  longer 
life,  but  that  of  repairing  the  injury  he  has  done  to  man- 
kind,  by  exhibiting  an  example  of  shame  and  submission, 
and  of  expiating  his  sins  by  prayer  and  penitence : 

That  for  this  end  he  humbly  implores  from  the  clemen- 
cy of  Your  Majesty,  the  continuance  of  a  life  legally  for- 
feited ;  and  of  the  days  which  by  your  gracious  compas- 
sion he  may  yet  live,  no  one  shall  pass  without  a  prayer, 
that  Your  Majesty,  after  a  long  life  of  happiness  and  ho- 
nour, may  stand  at  the  day  cf  h'nal  judgment,  among  the 
merciful  that  obtain  mercy. 

So  fervently  prays  the  most  distressed  and  wretched  of 
Your  Majesty's*  subjects, 

WILLIAM  DODD. 


MRS  DODD'S  PETITION, 

(PRESKNTED   BY   HERSELF) 

To  the  Q.UCCHS  Mont  Excel/cut  Jlajt-sfy. 

MADAM, 

IT  is  most  humbly  represented  by  Mary  Docid,  the  wife 
of  Dr  William  Dcdd,  now  lying  in  prison  under  sentence 
of  death, 

That  she  has  been  the  wife  of  this  unhappy  man  more 
than  twenty-seven  years,  and  ha*  lived  with  him  in  the 
greatest  happiness  of  conjugal  union,  and  the  highest  state 
<•:'  conjugal  confidence : 

That  she  has  been  a  constant  witness  of  his  unwearied 
endeavours  for  public  good,  and  his  laborious  attendance 
on  charitable  institution:;.  Many  are  the  families  whom 
his  care  haS  delivered  from  want :  luany  are  the  hearts 
which  he  has  freed  from  puin,  and  the  laces  \\hioh  he  has 
i  loared  from  sorrow  : 

That  therefore  she  most  IminMy  throws  herscli'  at  t!ie 
feet  of  the  Queen,  tanx-tiy  euti\Miii</  th;it  tin  p  :  ;  :i  of 
u 
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a  distressed  wife  asking  mercy  for  a  husband,  may  be  con- 
sidered as  naturally  soliciting  the  compassion  of  Her  Ma- 
iesty  ;  and  that  ^hen  her  wisdom  has  compared  the  of- 
fender's good  actions  with  his  crime,  she  will  be  pleased 
to  represent  his  case  to  our  Most  Gracious  Sovereign  in 
such  terms  as  may  dispose  him  to  mitigate  the  rigour  of 
the  law. 

So  prays  Your  Majesty's  most  dutiful  subject  and  sup- 
plicant, MARY  DODD. 


Such  were  the  last  thoughts  of  a  man  whom  we  have  .>tv,.* 
exulting  in  popularity,  and  sunk  in  shame.  For  his  repu- 
tation, which  no  man  can  give  to  himself,  those  who  confer- 
red it  are  to  answer.  Of  his  public  ministry,  the  means 
of  judging  were  sufficiently  attainable.  He  must  be  al- 
lowed to  preach  well,  whose  sermons  strike  the  audicncc- 
\vith  forcible  conviction*  Of  his  life,  those  who  thought 
it  consistent  with  his  doctrine,  did  not  originally  form 
false  notions.  He  was  at  first  \vhat  he  endeavoured  to 
make  others  ;  but  the  world  broke  down  his  resolution, 
and  he  in  time  ceased  to  exemplify  his  or/n  instructions. 

Let  those  who  are  tempted  to  his  faults,  tremble  at  his 
punishment;  and  those  whom  he  impressed  from  the  pul- 
pit with  religious  sentiment*,  endeavour  to  confirm  them, 
by  considering  the  regret  and  self-abhorrence  with  which 
he  reviewed  in  prison  his  deviations  from  rectitude. 

Whatever  assistance  his  anxiety  might  prompt  him  to 
solicit  in  forming  the  petitions  (which,  however,' lie  must 
be  considered  as  confirming  by  his  name)  the  account  of 
his  past  life,  and  of  his  dying  sentiments,  are  the  efl'usion* 
of  his  own  mind.  Those  who  read  them  with  the  proper 
disposition,  will  not  read  in  vain. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THESE  Reflections  were  first  written  with  a  <!«, 
sign  to  be  published  in  a  small  volume,  proper  to 
be  given  away  by  well-disposed  persons  at  fune- 
rals, or  on  any  other  solemn  occasion :  but  the 
Editors  of  the  Christian's  Magazine,  supposing 
they  might  be  of  some  service  to  that  useful  and 
well-esteemed  Work,  requested  the  Author  first 
to  print  them  there,  and  afterwards  to  pursu? 
his  original  design.  Accordingly,  they  were 
printed  in  separate  chapters,  and  he  hath  reasou 
to  be  satisfied  with  the  reception  they  met  with. 
His  best  prayers  accompany  them  in  their  present 
form,  that  they  may  be  found  useful  to  mankind. 

W.  D. 

The  Notes  and  Illustrations  added  to  this 
Edition,  it  is  hoped,  will  not  be  thought  altoge- 
ther superfluous,  or  wholly  unnecessary,  as  the 
Editor  has  aimed,  in  and  by  them,  to  make  the 
Treatise  in  general  more  agreeable  to  the  tenets 
ef  the  truly  pious  and  evangelical  lleacfcr. 
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.-.  ^     CHAPTER  I. 

•  ••........•......To  die— to  sleep — 

No  more ;  and  by  a  sleep,  to  say,  we  end 
The  heart  ach,  and  a  thousand  natural  shocks 
That  flesh  is  heir  to;  'tis  a  consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wish'd—To  die— to  sleep-- 
To sleep !— perchance  to  dream:  aye,  there's  the  rub; 
For  in  that  sleep  of  death,  what  dreams  may  come, 
When  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil, 
Must  give  us  pause ;  there's  the  respect 
That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life  : 
For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  o'  th'  times, 
Th'  oppressor's  wrongs,  the  proud  man's  contumely, 
The  pangs  of  despis'd  love,  the  law's  delay, 
The  insolence  of  office,  and  the  spurns 
That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes?          |    ' 
K'';V       But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death 

{That  undiscover'd  country,  from  whose  bourne 

No  traveller  returns)  puzzles  the  will, 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  the  ills  we  have. 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of.— SHAKESPEARE. 

A  FEW  evenings  ago,  I  was  called  to  perform  the 
last  sad  office  to  the  sacred  remains  of  a  departed 
friend  and  neighbour*. 

It  is  too  commonly  found,  that  a  familiarity 
with  death,  and  a  frequent  recurrence  of  fune- 
rals, graves,  and  church-yards,  serve  to  harden 
rather  than  humanize  the  mind,  and  to  deaden, 
rather  than  excite,  those  becoming  reflections 
which  such  objects  seem  excellently  calculated  to 
produce.  Hence  the  physician  enters,  without 
the  least  emotion,  the  gloomy  chambers  of  expir- 

*  Ministers,  w'lo  are  often  called  to  attend  the  dying  beds  and 
funerals  of  the  young  and  old,  the  rich  and  poor,  professors  and  pro* 
tane.  are  !>e«t  calculated,  or  at  least  best,  furnishsd  with  materials,  to 
•aforce  on  *li  the  necessity  of  reflecting  on  deuth,'<iud  preparing  for  it. 

A. 
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ing  life;  the  undertaker  handles,  without  concern, 
the  clay-cold  limbs ;  and  the  sexton  whistles  uu- 
appalled,  while  his  spade  casts  forth  from  the 
earth  the  mingled  bones  and  dust  of  his  fellow, 
creatures*.  And  alas!  how  often  have  I  felt, 
with  indignant  reluctance,  my  wandering  heart 
engaged  in  other  speculations  when  called  to  mi- 
nister at  the  grave,  and  to  consign  to  the  tomb 
the  ashes  of  my  fellow. creatures! 

Yet  nothing  teacheth  like  death  t :  and  though 
perhaps  the  business  of  life  would  grow  torpid, 
and  the  strings  of  activity  be  loosed,  were  men 
continually  hanging  over  the  meditation,  yet,  as. 
suredly,  no  man  should  fail  to  keep  the  great  ob- 
ject in  view,  and  seasonably  to  rciiect,  that  the 
important  moment  is  coming,  when  he  too  must 
mingle  with  his  kindred  clay,  when  he  too  must 
appear  before  God's  awful  judgment-seat,  when, 
he  too  must  be  adjudged  by  a  fixed,  irrevocable, 
and  eternal  decree  t. 

As  1  entered  the  church-yard, 

Where  heaves  the  tuif  in  many  a  moulderinp  heap, 
vhi. ;  c — Edcii  in  his  narrow  teli  toigotleu  laid, 

so  many  of  my  friends,  my  neighbours,  and  my 

fellow-creatures,  lie  mouldering  in  dust: • 

struck  with  the  alow  and  solemn  sound  of  the 
deep-toned  bell,  and  particularly  impressed  with 
the  afflicting  circumstances  of  his  death,  whose 

*  See  yonder  maker  of  the  dead  man's  hed, 

The  sexton .Poor  Wretch!  he  imuds  not 

That  soon  some  trusty  brother  of  the  trade 

Shall  do  for  him  what  he  hath  done  for  thousands.  BLAIR'S  GRAVE. 

t  Wait  the  great  teacher  Death. 

J  It  is  appointed  uuto  men  one*  to  die,  but  after  this  the  judgment. 
Heb.  ix.  27  .  This  is  cue  of  the  most  awful  texts  in  the  sacred  writ- 
ingsaud  cannot  be  too  much  iu>i§t«d  OB  and  cuf'wceu  both  from  th« 
'pulpit  and  the  press. 
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obsequies  I  was  waiting  to  perform,  I  found  the 
involuntary  tear  rush  from  mine  eyes,  and  the 
unbidden  sigh  heave  in  my  labouring  bosom*. 

And,  Oh  Death,  mighty  conqueror!  I  could 
not  forbear  saying,  in  the  silence  of  unaffected 
meditation ;  Oh  Death,  how  terrible,  how  won- 
derful thou  art !  Here  I  stand  full  of  life,  health 
smiling  on  my  cheek,  and  sparkling  in  mjr  eye; 
my  active  feet  ready  to  bear  me  briskly  along, 
and  my  hands  prompt  to  execute  their  appointed 
office  ;  scenes  of  pleasing  felicity  are  before  mo; 
the  comforts  of  domestic  serenity  dwell  seeming- 
ly secure  around  me;  and  my  busy  soul  is  plan, 
ning  future  improvements  of  happiness  and  peace : 
but  the  moment  is  coming,  perhaps  is  near,  when 
life's  feeble  pulse  shall  play  no  longer,  these  eyes 
no  more  sparkle,  nor  this  cheek  glow  with  health  ; 
that,  pale  as  the  shroud  which  invests  me,  and 
those  closed,  to  unclose  and  awaken  no  more  on 
earth;  the  feet  shall  decline  their  function,  and 
the  useless  hands  fall  heavily  down  by  my  •Idet. 
Farewell,  then,  all  the  engaging  and  endearing 
scenes  around  me;  farewell  the  comforts  of  do- 
mestic peace;  my  much-loved  friends  shall  weep 
tenderly  over  me;  and  my  thinking,  restles, 

*  The  reader  cannot  hut  observe  these  Reflections  are  written  in  * 
similar  ityle  to  Hervey's  celebrated  Meditatious;  a  style  Dr.  Dodd 
was  peculiarly  fond  of,  and  adopted,  particularly  in  tlie  pulpit,  as 
the  most  pleading,  affecting  and  energetic. 

t  T>.  Watts  ruppi'y  mediate;,  on  the  dissolution  of  the  body  in  the 
fol  uwiug  lines; 

And  must  tl>;s  body  die. 

This  mortal  frame  decay? 
And  must  these  active  limbs  of  mine 

Lie  mouldering  in  the  clay  ?     * 
Corruption,  earth,  and  worms, 

.•Slr-iil  but  refine  this  flesh, 
Till  my  triumphant  spirit  comtt 

To  put  it  on  ar're.sh. 

A2 
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busy  soul,  at  length  find  sweet  repose,  and  be 
anxious  no  more. 

It  is  fixed,  and  all  the  powers  of  earth  can 
neither  arrest  nor  divert  the  sure,  unerring  dart ! 
But,  with  consummate  wisdom,  the  great  Lord  of 
the  world  hath  wrapped  up  the  important  moment 
in  impenetrable  darkness  from  human  view,  that 
from  the  cradle  we  might  have  the  solemn  object 
before  us,  and  act  as  men,  because  as  men  we 
must  die ! 

Let  me  then  not  labour  to  divert  the  improv- 
ing speculation,  but  advance  still  nearer,  and  see 
if  I  can  learn  what  it  is  to  die ! 

To  die! — Oh  you,  my  friends,  amidst  whose 
graves  I  am  now  wandering — you,  who  not  long 
since,  like  me,  trode  this  region  of  mortality,  and 
drank  the  golden  day* — with  you  the  bitterness 
of  death  is  past;  you  have  tasted  what  that  is 
which  so  much  perplexes  the  human  thought,  of 
which  we  all  know  so  little,  and  yet  of  which  we 
all  m ust  know  so  much  !  Oh !  could  you  inform 
me  what  it  is  to  die!  Could  you  tell  me  what  it  is  ta 
breathe  the  last  sad  gasp ;  what  are  the  sensations 
of  the  last  convulsion,  of  the  last  pang  of  dissolv- 
ing nature  1  Oh,  could  you  tell  me  how  the  soul 
issues  from  the  lifeless  dwelling  which  it  has  so 
long  inhabited ;  what  unknown  worlds  are  dis- 
covered to  its  view;  how  it  is  affected  with  the 
amazing  prospect;  how  it  is  affected  with  the  re- 
membrance and  regard  of  things  left  here  below  ! 
Oh,  could  you  tell  me — but,  alas!  how  vain  the 
wisht! — clouds  and  darkness  rest  upon  it,  and 

•See  Dr.  Young's  Night  Thoughts,  Night  IV.  line  144. 

t  But  ah  !  no  notices  they  give, 
Nor  tell  us  how  nor  where  they  live, 
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nothing  but  experience  must  be  allowed  to  satisfy 
these  anxious  researches  of  dying  rationals. 

Yet,  let  us  not  forbear  these  researches,  or  at 
least  not  relinquish  the  interesting  meditation  ; 
for  what  can  be  of  equal  importance  to  a  man 
destined  inevitably  to  tread  the  path  of  death — 
what  of  equal- importance  to  examine,  as  whither 
that  path  leads,  and  how  it  maybe  trode  success- 
fully* ?  What  of  equal  importance  for  a  pilgrim 
of  a  day  to  contemplate,  as  that  great  event  which 
must  open  to  him  a  state  unalterable  and  without 
an  end? 

All  men  must  tread  that  gloomy  path — It  is 
appointed  for  all  men  once  to  die.  Adam's  curse 
is  upon  all  his  posterity  +.  Dust  they  are,  and  to 
dust  they  must  return. — But  whither  leads  that 
gloomy  path? — Alas,  in  the  heathen  world,  with 
a  bewildered  mind  they  sought  the  resolution  of 
that  question. — Death  was  dreadful  indeed  in  such 
circumstances;  for  if  we  want  the  glad  hope  of 
immortality  to  cheer  our  departing  souls,  what 
affliction  can  even  be  conceived  more  affecting 
than  death  and  dissolution,  a  separation  from  all 
we  hold  dear  upon  earth,  and  a  perfect  annihila- 
tion of  all  future  expectations  J  ? 

Life  and  immortality  are  brought  to  light  by 
the  Gospel;  and  the  question  is  answered  clearly 
from  that  book,  whence  alone  we  can  gain  infor. 

As  if  botiml  up  hy  solemn  fate 

To  keep  this  secret  of  their  state, 

To  tell  their  joys  nor  pains  to  none, 

That  man  might  live  by  ftnth  alone.  SOLITARY  WALKS. 
* The  thoueht  of  death  indulge. 

Give  it  its  wholesome:  oinptie,  let  it  reign. 

Thai  kind  (hnstiser  ot  the  foul.  J1IGHT  THOUGHTS, 

t  ; :  mi.  ma  v.  1C. 
J  Annihilation  is  an  nfter-ti  ought. 

A  monstrous  wish,  unborn  rill  virtue  die).      DJ.  YOUNG . 

A  3 
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mation  on  this  point — Once  to  die,  and  after  that 
to  be  judged*. — We  must  all  stand  before  the 
judgment-seat  of  Christ!  Oh,  my  soul,  how  aw. 
f  ul  a  reflection  !  Can  any  thing  more  be  wanting 
to  inspire  thee  with  the  most  serious  purposes, 
and  most  devout  resolves,  than  the  certainty  of 
death)  the  assurance  of  judgment,  the  knowledge 
of  mortality  ? 

And  after  death  be  j  udged  f  ! — Tell  me  no  more 
of  the  pangs  of  death,  and  the  torment  of  corpo- 
real sufferings. — What,  what  is  this,  and  all  the 
evils  of  life's  contracted  span,  to  the  things  which 
follow  after  J?  This  it  is  which  makes  death 
truly  formidable,  which  should  awaken  every 
solemn  reflection,  arid  stimulate  every  rational 
endeavour. 

To  be  judged ! — to  be  sentenced,  by  an  irre- 
versible decree,  to  an  allotment  eternal  and  un- 
changeable ;  an  allotment  of  consummate  felicity, 
or  consummate  distress  ||. 

Oh  immortality  !  how  much  doth  the  thought  of 
thee  debase  in  their  value  every  earthly  enjoy- 
ment, every  earthly  pursuit  and  posses-ion,  §  and 
show  man  to  himself  in  a  point  ot  view  which  am- 
ply discovers  his  true  business  on  earth,  which 
amply  discovers  the  true  dignity  of  his  nature, 

*  Acts  jn-ii.  31. 

t  Well  miuht  Felix  tremble  when  St  Pau!  reasoned  of  righteous- 
ness, temperance,  and  judgment  to  come.  Acts  xxiv.  25. 

* If  there's  an  hereafter, 

And  Unit  il-. ore.  is.  Conscience  uniunuenc'd, 
Aud  suffe.r'U  to  spoaU  out,  tells  every  man, 

'Then  must  it  be  an  awful  thing  to  die.  BLAIR'S  GRAVE. 

||  The  wicked  shall  go  away  into  everlasting  punishment,  but  the 
righteous  iuto  life  eternal.  Matt.  xxv.  16. 

§  His  hand  the  good  man  fastens  on  the  skies, 
Aud  bid*  earth  loJi,  nor  feel*  her  idle  whirl.  SIGHT  THOUGHTS. 
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and  forcibly  reproves  his  wretched  attachment  to 
all  sublunary  things! 

And  methinks,  as  if  a  Toice  were  speaking  from 
yonder  grave,  I  hear  a  solemn  whisper  to  my  soul : 

"  Every  grave  proclaims  thy  own  mortality  ! 
Child  of  the  dust,  be  humble,  and  grow  wise !  A 
few  days  since,  like  thee,  I  flourished  in  the  fair 
field  of  the  earthly  world  !  a  few  days  since,  I 
was  cut  down  like  a  flower,  and  my  body  lies 
withering  in  this  comfortless  bed.  Regardless  of 
God,  and  inattentive  to  duty,  I  passed  gaily  along, 
and  thought  no  storm  would  ever  overcloud  my 
head — In  a  moment  the  unexpected  tempest  arose 
— I  sunk,  and  was  lost.  Go  thy  way,  and  for- 
get not  thyself:  remember,  that  to-day  thou  hast 
life  in  thy  power;  to-morrow,  perhaps,  thou 
mayest  lie  a  breathless  corpse*.  Estimate  from 
thence  the  value,  poor  and  small  as  it  is,  of  all 
things  beneath  the  sun  ;  and  forget  not  that  death 
and  eternity  are  by  in  indissoluble  band  united. 

u  If  thou  darest  to  die  without  repentance,  and 
unprepared  to  meet  thy  God  and  judge,  who  can 
enough  deplore  thy  misery,  most  wretched  of  ail 
human  beings  !  everlasting  anguish,  remorse,  and 
punishment,  assuredly  await  thee.  But  if  bear, 
ing  futurity  in  mind,  thoaart  so  blest  as  to  be  en. 
abled  to  live  in  conformity  to  the  Gospel  of  thy 
pod  and  Saviour,  he  will,  according  to  his  gra. 
cious  promise,  open  the  golden  doors  of  perennial 
bliss  for  thee,  whilst  eternal  delight,  from  the 
full  river  of  God's  inexhautsed  love,  remains  to 
crown  thy  faithful  services. 

*  To-morrow  I  will  better  live, 

Is  not  for  man  to  say; 
The  morrow  can  no  suerties  g"iT«, 
Die  wise  make  sure  to-day. 
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u  Immortal!  be  wise,  remember  judgment, 
and  prepare  to  die." 

Lost  in  the  deep  reflection,  I  was  awakened 
from  it  by  the  intelligence  of  the  approach  of  the 
funeral  of  my  departed  friend. 


CHAPTER  II. 

Boast  not  thyself  of  tomorrow,  for  thou  kno  west  not  what  a  day  may 
bring  forth.  Prov.  xxvii.  1.  Defer  not  until  death  to  he  justified. 

Eccles.  vii.  21. 

O  Dentli !  how  bitter  is  the  remembrance  of  thee  to  a  man  that  liveth 
at  rest  in  his  possessions,  unto  the  man  that  hath  nothing  to  vex 
him,  s»ntl  that  hath  prosperity  in  all  things,  yra,  auto  him  that  is  yr.t 
afo.e  to  receive  meat.  Eccies.  xh  1. 

TJIE  horses,  nodding  their  sable  plumes,  advan- 
ced with  solemn  pace*;  whilst  the  slov-moving 
wheels  of  the  melancholy  herse  seemed  to  keep 
time  with  the  deep.toned  bell,  expressive  of  the 
silent  sorrow  (now  and  then  interrupted  with  a 
groan  of  distress^)  which  reigned  in  the  mournful 
coaches  that  followed. 

They  stop: — and  ah,  my  friend,  what  all  this 
labour  and  all  this  difficulty  to  drag  thy  body  in 
its  last  narrow  dwelling  from  the  confinement  of 
the  herse,  and  to  bear  it  along  the  church-yard 
to  its  gloomy  mansion  in  the  church  !  Ah,  where 
is  thy  former  activity — ihy  wonted  sprightliness 
and  vigour!  Thou  who  didst  tread  over  the 
threshold  with  such  lively  strength,  and  brushed 
away  the  dew  of  the  morning  with  stout  and 
nimble  viracity,  have  thy  feet  too  forgotten  to  do 
their  office?  and  must  thy  fellow. mortals  toil  be- 
neath the  load  of  thy  clayey  corpse,  to  bear  thee 
from  the  sight  and  sense  of  the  survivors? 

*  Solemn  and  slow  it  moves  unto  the  tomb, 
While  weighty  senows  a«d  ou  «veiy  plume.    Dr.  WATTS. 
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O  Death,  thou  sovereign  cure  of  human  pride*  ! 
to  what  a  state,  impartial  in  thine  attack,  dost 
thou  reduce,  as  well  the  noblest  and  the  fairest, 
the  greatest  and  the  best,  as  the  meanest  and  most 
•worthless  of  mankind  I  Though  our  friends  be 
dear  to  us  as  a  right  eye,  lovely  as  the  bloom  of 
the  morning,  powerful  as  the  sceptred  monarch 
of  the  East,  thou  not  only  degradest  them  from 
the  elevated  height,  but  renderest  obnoxious  to 
the  view,  and  inaccessible  to  the  tender  embrace 
of  the  last  lingering,  faithful,  unshaken  adherent. 
Let  corruption  cease  to  be  vain;  let  rotten- 
ness and  dust  no  longer  swell  in  brief  and  bor- 
rowed arrogance  +. 

But  see  the  afflicting  sight !  Five  tender  chil- 
dren, each  in  almost  infant  state,  are  led  by  weep, 
ing  friends,  in  mournful  procession,  after  the 
body  of  their  departed  father. 

In  a  coach  behind,  waiting  to  complete  the  me- 
lancholy view,  is  an  infant,  three  days  old,  brought 
into  the  world  by  its  half-distracted  mother  be. 
fore  its  appointed  time!  Big  sorrow,  and  unsup- 
portable  grief,  hath  hastened  the  throes  and  dire 
anguish  of  child-birth  ;  and  behold  the  little  or. 
phan,  insensible  of  its  misery  3  is  oiiered  to  the 

*  Well  might  a  Latin  poet  say, 

iVIoi i  sola  fatetur 

Quantula  suDt  hominum  corpuscula.  JUV. 

t  The  following  well  known  lines  may  terve  as  a  suitable  comment 
and  illustration  of  the  above  observations  s 

I  dream'd,  that,  buried  with  my  fellow  clay, 
Close  by  a  common  beggar's  side  I  lay : 
And  as  so  mean  an  object  shock'd  my  pride, 
Thus,  like  a  corpse  of  consequence,  I  cried  j 
Scoundrel,  begone!  and  henceforth  touch  me  not; 
More  manners  learn,  and  at  a  distance  rot. 
Scoundrel!  then,  with  an  haughtier  tone,  cried  he, 
Proud  lump  of  earth!  1  scorn  tliy  words  an'd  Uies.: 
Here  all  are  equal,  now  thy  case  is  mine, 
This  is  my  rotting  place,  and  that  is  tiuue. 
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baptismal  font,  while  its  father  is  consigned  to  the 
dreary  tomb  *. 

Crowds  of  spectators  from  every  part  are  at. 
tentive  to  the  moving  scene:  on  every  face  sits 
sympathetic  sorrow,  in  every  eye  swells  the  ge. 
nerous  tear  of  compassion  and  concern. 

But  a  few  days  are  past  since  a  trembling  mes- 
senger, with  breathless  speed,  urged  my  instant 
attendance  at  the  sick-bed  of  NEGOTIO,  on  whose 
life,  it  was  to  be  fcnred,  the  remorseless  fever 
had  made  fatal  inroads.  I  hastened  without  de- 
lay, and  I  found — but  who  can  describe  the  af- 
flicting misery?  Confusion,  anguish,  and  distress ; 
weeping,  lamentation,  and  woe ;  dismay  and  unut- 
terable agony,  took  up  their  residence  in  the 
dwelling  of  JNEGOTIO  !  Surprised  in  the  midst  of 
youth,  and  in  the  ardour  of  earthly  pursuits,  by 
the  awful  and  irresistible  summons  of  death,  the 
husband 9  the  father,  the  man,  lay  racked  with 
such  thoughts  as  his  condition  might  well  be  sup- 
posed to  a  waken  f. 

Unable  to  bear  the  shock,  his  wife,  who  long 
sleepless  had  watched  by  his  couch,  was  thrown 
on  the  ground  in  an  adjacent  chamber,  and  her 
little  infants  were  weeping  around  her,  the  more 
lo  be  pitied,  as  unconscious  of  their  misery,  and 
wondering,  with  artless  plaints,  why  their  be. 
loved  mamma,  was  thus  sad  and  in  tears!  Near 

*  This  pathetic  or  nffecling  picture,  taken  from  a  real  srene  which 
the  author  was  called  upon  to  attend  in  his  ministerial  charnctpr, 
could  not  but  excite  the  pity  and  provoke  the  tears  of  eveiy  spe.i  U- 
tor  capable  of  feeling  for  the  distressed  Situation  of  tl;e  u.ouiiiing 
•widow  and  her  helpless  oTpharis. 

t  For  a  worldly-minded  man,  iu  the  midst  of  youth,  riches,1  an  ef 
pleasure,  to  be  laid  on  n.  sick  bed,  and  in  the  apprehension  of  his 
friends,  as  well  as  liis  own,  to  be  near  the  borders  of  dissolution,  is 
sorely  a  very  awful  condition,  and  much  to  he  dreaded  by  «very 
thought  ci»  candidate  for  seasuality  and  dissipation. 
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relations  were  tender  in  their  best  offices,  while 
every  heart  was  anticipting  the  wi etched  widow's 
distress. 

When  I  sat  down  by  his  bed,  and  gently  un- 
drew the  curtain,  he  looked — and  shall  1  ever 
forget  the  earnest,  anxious,  speaking  look  ?  A 
tear  dropped  from  his  eye,  he  caught  ray  hand, 
he  strove  to  speak,  but  his  full  heart  forbade; 
and  the  organs  of  speech,  deeply  affected  by  his 
malady,  were  unfaithful  to  the  trust  of  words 
which  he  gave  them.  We  sat  silent  for  some  time, 
and  with  difficulty  at  length  I  perceived  that  he 
said,  or  wished  to  say,  u  I  fear  it  is  too  late. — 
Pray  for  me;  for  Christ's  sake,  pray." 

1  endeavoured,  as  well  as  the  affliction  of  my 
mind  would  permit  me,  to  suggest  every  ground 
of  hope,  every  motive  of  consolation  :  he  squeez- 
ed my  hand,  and  sighed  *.  "  Little  is  to  be  done 
(he  strove  to  say)  amidst  all  the  distractions  of  a 
sick. bid  like  mine:  Oh,  consider  my  wife,  con. 
sider  my  poor  little  babes  I"  We  said  all  which 
could  be  said ;  had  scarce  finished  the  usual 
prayers,  and  were  preparing  to  mention  the  sa. 
crament,  when  the  visit  was  interrupted  by  the 
necessary  attendance  of  the  physician,  whose  de- 
parture the  lawyer  awaited  to  settle  his  temporal 
affairs.  Two  more  blisters  were  ordered  to  six 
he  already  had  upon  him  ;  a  drowsy  sleepiness, 
dire  prognostic  of  death,  seized  hima  which  hourly 
increasing,  at  length  terminated  in  strong  con- 

*  Alas !  what  comfort  or  consolation  can  be  administered  to  a 
•wicked  man  in  the  views  of  death  and  eternity?  Having  lived  n  u£e 
of  gaiety  aud  pleasute,  iie  can  nave  no  good  scr.plur.it  ground  to  nope 
of  meeting  Ins  latter  end  without  fear  and  terror ;  deatn-bed  repeut- 
ame  is  at  beit  precarious  aud  uncertain;  cue  was  suved  at  tue  last 
hour,  that  uoue  might  despair,  .iiid  but  oae,  tliat  uone  might  pre- 
buui«,  Luke  - 
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vulsions;  and  the  busy,  active,  sprightly  NEGO. 
TIO,  died  in  his  thirty-third  year*. 

Died!  utterly  unprepared  and  unprovided  to 
leave  this  world,  far  less  provided  and  prepared 
to  enter  into  the  next;  his  worldly  concerns  to- 
tally unsettled,  his  eternal  concerns  scarce  ever 
thought  of! 

How  much  to  be  deplored  is  the  fate  of  NEGO- 
TIO  !  and  yet,  alas,  how  much  is  it  to  be  feared 
that  many  thousands  are  hourly  splitting  on  the 
same  rock  with  him! 

He  lived  only  for  this  world.  Full  of  hope-, 
and  buoyant  with  life,  death  was  not  in  all  his 
thoughts  ;  and  a  future  state,  when  suggested  to 
him,  was  considered  as  unworthy  his  present  con. 
cern,  because  it  was  judged  so  distant.  He 
thought  not  of  the  present  span  of  existence,  as 
of  a  short  state  of  trial,  an  hour  of  weary  pil- 
grimage; nor  considered  himself  as  an  immortal 
being,  speedily  to  give  an  account  to  the  dread 
judge  of  mankind  f  :  but  deluded  by  the  specious 
pretence  of  making  necessary  provision  for  his 
family,  a  duty  he  well  knew  Incumbent  upon  him, 
a  duty  he  saw  universally  approved  and  applaud- 
ed, he  had  no  other  view  than  to  amass  wealth, 
and  provide  a  large  fortune  for  his  children,  the 
comforts  of  which  he  promised  himself  to  partake, 
and  had  formed  many  chimerical  schemes  of  cha- 

*  Few  years  hut  yieid  us  proofs  of  death's  ambition, 
To  cull  his  victims  f.oni  the  fairest  fold. 
And  sheath  his  si.arts  in  <-.!!  the  pride  of  life.  Dr.  YOUNG. 
+  Did  we  esteem  ourselves  only  a,s  ni!<?nms    and   strancers   here 
bo  o-,v  ;  and  *s  uc>-oii  ntable  I'eir.g-,  v.  ho'  must  ere  lone  be  judced  ar- 
oirdinc  to  our  deeds,  we  should  not  ;ie  so  much  attached  to  things 
temporal,  but  think  more  seriously  uiul  frt  quently  *iiout  tho»'»  thins* 
which  are  eternal,  according  to  the  Apoatie  Paul's  exuorut-ou.    Co- 
iossians  iii.  2. 
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riots  and  country  retirements,  of  brilliant  gaiety 
and  envied  splendour*. 

Amidst  these  designs  and  pursuits,  it  might 
•with  too  much  truth  be  said  of  NEGOTIO,  that 
God  was  not  in  all  his  thoughts.  Indeed  he  re. 
gularly  attended  his  church  in  the  morning  of  the 
Sabbath  day,  and  as  regularly  gave  the  afternoon 
to  indulgence  and  dissipation.  But  while  at  the 
church,  how  listless  was  he  to  the  prayers,  now 
and  then  yawning  out  an  unmeaning  Amen!  for 
his  heart  was  there  where  his  treasure  was  placed  +. 
The  sermons  had  seldom  much  weight  with  him  : 
he  sometimes  observed  they  were  good ;  and 
when  they  touched  on  subjects  most  pertaining 
to  himself,  he  failed  not  to  remark,  that  the 
preacher  was  too  severe*.  Thus  he  went  on: 
and  in  the  eagerness  of  temporal  pursuits,  and 
the  over  earnest  desire  to  grow  rich,  had  too  far 
engaged  his  fortune,  and  not  being  successful  ac. 
cording  to  his  hopes,  the  reflection  on  which  ha. 
rassed  his  mind  ;  while  his  industrious  desires  to 
obtain  his  ends  and  bless  his  family,  as  much  ha. 
rassed  his  body,  and  brought  on  that  fever,  the 
sad  issue  of  which  we  have  just  be^u  describing. 

Many  and  excellent  were  the  qualifications  of 
NEGOTIO;  his  mind  was  tender  and  humane; 
tender  affection  dwelt  on  his  heart  towards  the 
partner  of  his  bed  ;  and  few  parents  know  a  more 
sensible  concern  ||  for  the  fruit  of  their  loins.  No 
man  would  have  been  more  ready  or  more  active 

*  Man  appoints,  but  G.od  often  sees  fit  to  disappoint* 

t  Matthew  vi   21. 

j  "  A  frtitliful  minister  cannot  he  too  severe  eitlif  r  in  descrilnng  of 
sin,  or  dtliortinjr  from  it.'' 

||  A  ITMU  may  he,  in  Oie  geneml  tenor  of  his  'omluot.  -what  the 
tcorld  calls  a  good  liuslnm*  -mil  parent,  aixi  at  tut  saint  time  un 
utter  3tr.tDgtr  to  true  p  i-ty  -mc.1  teal  relig.ou. 

JB 
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in  the  kind  offices  of  friendship,  if  the  multiplicity 
of  his  own  avocations  had  not  rendered  him  in- 
capable of  being  serviceable  to  others.  He  had 
no  objection  to  the  great  truths  of  revelation*; 
and  once  in  a  sickness,  from  whence  he  was  won- 
derfully raised,  determined  strictly  to  comply  with 
them ;  but  the  world  recovered  its  dominion  as 
health  again  mantled  in  his  cheek,  and  he  return- 
ed to  the  pursuit  which  engaged  his  heart,  with 
vigour  redoubled,  and  activity  augmented,  in  pro- 
portion to  the  time  and  opportunities  he  had  lost. 

How  often  in  the  freedom  of  friendship,  hare 
I  remonstrated,  but  remonstrated  in  vatw,  till  he 
saw  me  with  shyness,  and  heard  me  with  reluct- 
ance. Striving  to  justify  himself,  he  usually  con- 
cluded, when  every  argument  failed,  that  he  was 
young ,  and  not  likely  soon  to  die  f ;  and  would 
some  time  hence  in  retirement  perform  all  those 
duties,  and  prepare  for  that  futurity,  which  he 
could  not  but  acknowledge  it  was  wise  to  fore- 
see, and  necessary  to  prepare  for  4!. 

Alas,  my  friend,  how  are  thy  vain  hopes  frus- 
trated !  Cut  off  in  the  full  blossom  of  all  thy  ex- 
pectations, in  the  flower  of  life ;  thy  earthly  de- 
signs ail  abortive;  thy  beloved  wife  and  dear 
children  left  to  struggle  with  loneliness,  sorrow, 
and  difficulties  ;  and  thy  soul,  thy  deathless  soul, 
gone  to  meet  the  great  God  and  Saviour;  that 

*  Theie  is  such  a  thing  as  be'':eving,  and  assenting  to  the  truths  of 
divine  revelation,  without  a  saving  knowledge  of,  or  <t  hcarljelt  cou- 
ceru  <ibout  them.  Reader,  examine  thyself. 

t  Prepare  for  death  young  man,  rru,ke  ho  delay  : 
The  olu  must  go,  'tis  true,  butyout.«er  nt'iy.  iltJRAL  CHRISTIAN, 
j  Dr.  Yoiiug  beautifully  obseives. 

Procrastination  U  the  thief  of  time  ; 

Yeir  after  year  it  steals  till  all  yre  Pied, 

Aud  to  the  mercy  or  a  moment  leaves 

The  va.it  cotKsrns  of  an  eteru*!  scene.  NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 
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God  whom  it  never  desired  to  serve  or  love  ;  that 
Saviour  whose  mercies  it  never  implored,  except, 
perhaps,  at  the  last  sad  moment ;  and  whose  won- 
derful loving  kindness  had  no  charms  to  engage 
it  to  obedience,  duty,  and  esteem. 

And  is  the  fate  of  NEGOTIO  peculiar?  Is  he 
the  only  dreamer  among  the  many  thousands  who 
walk  the  road  of  mortality  ?  Would  to  Heaven 
he  \\erel  or  would  to  Heaven  his  hapless  example 
might  be  hung  out  as  a  beacon  to  warn  others*, 
and  prove  effectual  to  awaken  the  children  of  this 
•world  from  their  sleep  of  death,  thundering  in 
their  ears  this  solemn  admonition  : 

"  What  art  thou  seeking,  child  of  eternity ! 
what  art  thou  seeking  with  such  restless  assiduity  ? 
Look  up  and  behold  the  heavens,  where  dwells 
the  judge  of  the  world!  Formed  by  his  hand, 
thon  art  placed  awhile,  short-lived  probationer, 
on  his  earth,  and  when  he  shall  give  the  tremen- 
dous summons,  thou  must  drop  thy  earthly  body, 
and  appear  an  immortal  soul  before  his  judgment- 
seat  I  Eternity  then  awaits  thee;  as  thou  hast 
done  good  or  evil,  an  eternity  of  blessedness  or 
misery!  Wilt  thou,  then,  in  the  folly  of  thy 
heart,  neglect  thy  God,  set  up  thy  standard  on 
earth,  and  think  to  fix  thy  dwelling  here?  when 
perhaps  the  breath  of  death  may  the  next  mo- 
ment puff  down  all  the  phantastic  castles  raised 
by  thy  airy  hopes  ?  Wilt  thou  forfeit  eternal  joys 
for  the  transitory  things  of  earth?  Wilt  thau 
not  be  a  man?  Act  wisely,  choose  soberly,  keep 
immortality  in  view,  and  live  every  day  as  one 
knoweth  that  the  next  day,  perchance,  he 

•  Felix  ^uem  faciunt  aliens  pericula  cautum. 
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may  be  obliged  to  lay  aside  his  pilgrim's  weeds*; 
leave  the  inn  of  this  uncertain  life,  and  enter  on 
a  state  which  can  never  be  changed;  and  which 
shall  never  never  have  an  end." 

Whatsoever  effect  these  reflections  may  have 
on  others,  may  they,  oh  my  God  I  at  least  be 
imprinted  on  my  own  heart;  never  may  I  so  live 
here,  as  to  forget  that  I  am  to  live  for  ever  here- 
after. 


CHAPTER  III. 

I  heard  a  voice  from  heaven,  saying  unto  me,  Write,  from  henceforth 
blessed  are  the  dead  who  die  in  the  Lord — Even  so  saith  th« 
Spirit;  for  they  rest  from  their  labours,  and  their  works  do  follow 
them.  Kev.  xiv.  13. 

SUCH  was  NEGOTIO  ;  whose  sad  funeral  obsequies 
performed,  and  whose  little  infant  baptized,  I 
was  soon  left  alone  to  my  solitary  walk  in  the 
church-yard;  and  being  not  much  disposed  to 
leave  the  solemn  scene,  1  determined  to  continue 
a  while  longer,  and  indulge  the  pleasing  sobriety 
of  melancholy  meditation. 

How  various,  how  innumerable  are  the  shafts 
of  Deatlil  They  fly  unerring  from  his  quiver 
around  us  ;  and  on  so  thin  a  thread  hangs  human 
life,  to  so  many  accidents  and  disasters  is  human 
life  subject,  that  one  would  rather  marvel  that  we 
continue  to  live,  than  that  we  should  forget  one 
moment  that  we  are  to  dief  I  Nothing  can  be 
more  beautiful,  nervous,  and  expressive,  than  the 
following  Prayer  used  in  our  JJurial  Service: 

*  Make  every  day  a  critique  on  the  past, 

And  live  each  hour  as  if  it  was  your  labt.  RURAL  CHRISTIAN. 
t  Dr.  Watts,  reflecting  on  the  innumerable  channels  through  which 
the  blood  is  conveyed  over  the  whole  animal  system,  breaks  out  IB 
wonder  and  astonishment,  saying- 
Strange,  that  an  hatp  of  thousand  strings 
-Should  keep  in  fane  so  long. 
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**  Man  that  is  born  of  a  woman  hath  but  a 
short  time  to  live,  and  is  full  of  misery  !  He  com- 
€th  up  and  is  cut  down  like  a  flower;  he  fleeth 
as  it  were  a  shadow,  and  never  continueth  in  one 
stay. 

"  In  the  midst  of  life  we  are  in  death ;  of  whom 
may  we  seek  for  succour,  but  of  thee,  O  Lord, 
who  for  our  sins  are  justly  displeased  ! 

"  Yet,  O  Lord  God  most  holy,  O  Lord  most 
mighty,  O  holy  and  most  merciful  Saviour,  de- 
liver us  not  into  the  bitter  pains  of  eternal  death. 

"  Thou  knowest,  Lord,  the  secrets  of  our 
hearts :  shut  not  thy  merciful  ears  to  our  pray. 
ers :  but  spare  us,  Lord  most  holy,  O  God  most 
mighty,  O  holy  and  merciful  Saviour,  thou  most 
worthy  judge  eternal,  suffer  us  not  at  our  last 
hour,  for  any  pains  of  death,  to  fall  from  thee." 

Were  we  truly  influenced  by  the  doctrine  and 
piety  of  this  incomparable  prayer,  there  is  no 
doubt  but  we  should  make  a  better  estimate  of 
Life  and  Death,  than  is  usually  done;  we  should 
set  a  less  value  on  the  one,  and  meet  the  other 
with  more  courage  and  resignation. 

For  what  is  man,  and  what  is  his  life?  Man 
that  is  born  of  a  woman  hath  but  a  short  time  to 
live — short,  indeed,  suppose  it  to  extend  to  the 
utmost  length  of  human  existence,  even  to  four, 
score  years.  But,  alas  !  too  commonly,  extent 
of  life  is  but  extent  of  sorrow  ;  the  time,  though 
short  is  yet  full  of  misery  *.  The  natural  and 
acquired  evils,  the  evils  unavoidable,  and  the 
evils  brought  on  ourselves  by  our  own  folly,  vice, 
aud  imprudence,  are  many,  are  great. 

Our  best  happiness  on  earth  is  short,  precari- 

*  Job  Tie:.  1,  «. 
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ous,  and  uncertain;  he  cometh  up  and  Is' cut 
down  like  a  flower ;  to-day  we  flourish  in  all  the 
external  accommodations  of  life ;  to-morrow  the 
taste  can  no  more  relish  its  delicacies,  nor  the 
ear  be  delighted  with  the  melody  of  the  viol ;  no 
more  the  tongue  can  chaunt  with  pleasing  har- 
mony, the  eyes  open  no  more  on  sublunary  scenes, 
while  the  useless  lids  are  (it  may  be)  closed  by 
the  trembling  hand  of  our  weeping  friends. 

As  the  shadow  that  departeth,  fleeth  away, 
and  its  place  is  known  no  more,  so  we  vanish 
from  *he  earth,  and  our  memory  is  soon  buried 
in  total  oblivion.  To  us  little  regard  is  paid  any 
longer:  still  our  associates,  with  their  usual  gaie. 
ty  and  ardour,  pursue  their  several  designs;  still 
as  before,  the  business  of  life  goes  briskly  on ; 
the  sun  shines  as  briskly,  the  earth  blooms  as 
gaily*,  the  forests  echo  as  sweetly  with  the  mu- 
sic of  the  winged  choristers,  and  all  things  wear 
their  accustomed  form  ;  while  our  neglected  clay 
is  mouldering  in  the  dust,  and  trodden  over  by 
many  a  thoughtless — perhaps,  many  a  friendly 
foott. 

Many  a.  friendly  foot! — yes,  even  now  while 
I  wander  in  the  silence  of  the  night,  amidst  these 
lonely  receptacles  of  the  dead,  how  many  graves 
are  around  me,  which  contain  the  precious  re- 
lics of  neighbours  and  fellow-creatures,  by  my- 

*  The  author  here  seems  to  have  in  view  the  sentiments  of  Mr. 
Pope,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Steel,  where  he  thus  expresses  himself: 
"  The  moruing  itftrr  my  exit  the  sun  will  rise  as  bnsht  as  eve.,  the 
"  flowers  smell  as  sweet,  the  plants  spring  as  green,  and  the  world 
*'  will  proceed  in  its  old  course." 

t What  is  this  world? 

What  but  a  spacious  burial  fieid  unwall'H  ? 

The  verj  turf  011  which  we  tread  once  liv'd.  BLAIR'S  GRAVE. 


DODD  ON  DEATH. 

self  consigned  to  their  last  earthly  home !  * — 
wretched,  wretched  home!  were  not  the  soul  se- 
cure of  immortality,  were  not  the  body  lodged  in 
.  the  grave,  as  a  faithful  deposit,  hereafter  to  be 
raised  to  life  and  glory  t  by  the  Almighty  Re- 
deemer's trump  {. 

That  reflection  sooths  all  the  sorrow,  and  ex. 
tracts  all  the  poison  from  the  dart  of  death. — 
What  is  that  I  read  on  yonder  tomb,  on  which 
the  passing  moon  reflects  her  full  light,  as  she 
walks  majestic  in  brightness  through  the  skies,  and 
makes  her  silver  way  through  the  dark  and 
mantling  clouds? — O  death,  where  is  thy  siing? 
O  grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ?  The  sting  of  death 
is  sin,  and  the  strength  of  sin  is  the  law  ;  but 
thanks  be  to  God,  who  giveth  us  the  victory, 
through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  ||. — These  were 
the  words  which  last  hung  on  the  lips,  and  at  his 
desire  are  engraven  on  the  tomb  of  OSIANDER, 
who  died  full  of  faith ;  a  man  whose  death  might 
we!l  inspire  the  wish — Let  me  die  the  death 
of  the  righteous,  and  let  my  latter  end  be  like 
his§! 

ONEGOTIO!  how  unlike  to  thee  was  OSIAN- 
DER !  how  unlike  in  life,  how  unlike  in  death  ! — 
though  the  same  temporal  concerns,  the  same 
worldly  occupations,  were  common  to  either. 

Happy  in  parents,  who  well  knew  the  influence 
and  importance  of  religious  principles,  OSIANDER 

• The  crave,  that  home  of  man, 

Where  dwells  the  multitude.  NIGHT  THOUGHTS, 

t  Ccrtura  est  in  cmeres  corpus  mortale  reverti, 

Sect  tamea  aeternns  non  ent  ille  sopor.  MANT. 

J  I  Corinthians  xv.  52. 
||  1  Corinthians  xv.  55,  56,  57. 
§  Numbers  xjciii.  10. 
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was  early  initated,  and  perfectly  instructed  in 
the  school  of  Piety.  Abundantly  did  he  verify 
the  truth  of  the  wise  man's  observation  ;  for  con- 
ducted, when  young,  into  the  happy  path  of  truth, 
he  never  departed  from  it*.  His  youth  was 
amiably  distinguished  by  the  most  conscientious 
and  tender  regard  to  his  parents;  a  presage  of 
his  future  felicity;  and  his  whole  demeanour  was 
tempered  with  the  most  winning  modesty  and  en. 
gaging  respect. 

Rare  felicity  in  OSIANDER;  he  obtained  a 
partner,  formed  with  every  qualification  suitable 
to  his  own:  it  might  well  be  said  of  them,  so 
similar  were  their  tempers,  their  desires,  their 
pursuits,  so  much 

Like  ohjects  pleas'd  them,  and  like  objects  pain'd, 

that 

'Tw;ts  but  one  soul  tliat  in  two  bodies  reign'd.' 

No  wonder  then  OSIANDER  was  a  pattern,  as  of 
Jiiial)  so  of  conjugal  affection.  Peace  and  sere, 
nity  ever  welcomed  him  to  bis  house,  and  true 
satisfaction  departed  not  from  his  happy  dwelling, 
Hence  he  found  no  cause  to  search  abroad  for 
the  felicity  which  multitudes  cannot  find  at  home; 
lior  dreamed  of  the  tavern  and  the  club,  the  places 
of  merriment  arid  diversion,  to  drown  the  cares 
he  never  knew,  or  to  give  the  bliss  he  continual, 
ly  enjoyed  t. 

Happy  in  so  choice  a  companion,  he  was  dili- 
gent to  discharge,  in  the  exactest  degree,  the  pa- 
rental  duty  towards  those  dear  pledges  of  his  IOFC 

*  Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he  should  go,  and  when  he  is  old 
he  will  not  depart  from  it.  Prov.  a.xd,  6. 

t  An  eugagmg  picture  of  matrimonial  happiness.  Would  to  God 
there  were  more  pissing  copies  of  it  to  be  met  with  m  die  present 
day  !  but  alas !  how  few  is  the  number,  aad  how  seldom  are  they  found ! 
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wherewith  their  faithful  embraces  were  blest. 
And  hence,  from  their  earliest  youth,  he  took 
care  to  inspire  them  with  every  sentiment  of  true 
religion,  aad  bring  them  up  in  the  faith  and  fear 
of  that  Almighty  Father,  a  regard  to  whom,  deep. 
ly  rooted  in  the  minds  of  children,  is  the  most  un- 
doubted security  of  their  regard  to  earthly  pa. 
rents*. 

As  the  connections  of  OSIANDER  necessarily 
rendered  his  family  large,  he  was  conscientiously 
exact  in  the  discharge  of  his  duty  to  his  domes- 
tics and  servants.  "  Every  man,"  he  was  wont 
to  say,  "  should  esteem  himself  as  a  priest  in  his 
own  family;  and  be  therefore  careful  to  instruct 
his  dependents,  as  those  of  whom  he  must  one 
day  give  a  solemn  account."  And,  "  one  rea- 
son," he  would  often  say,  "  why  men  are  gene, 
rally  so  negligent  of  this  important  duty,  is  the 
sad  example  they  set  themselves — an  example 
which  renders  all  precept  ineffectual  +."  Hence 
he  was  diligent  to  maintain  that  prime  pillar  of 
domestic  authority.  He  spoke  by  his  life  as  well 
as  his  words ;  and  never  proposed  a  duty  to  his 
family  which  they  did  not  see  him  practice  him- 
self t. 

Family  prayer  was  never  omitted  in  his  house. 
The  Sabbath-day  was  never  spent  in  trifling,  visit- 
ing, and  folly  ;  much  less  in  drunkenness  and  de- 
bauchery. Attended  by  as  many  of  the  family 
as  was  convenient,  he  himself  led  the  way  to  his 

*  Children  who  fear  not  God,  seldom  regard  man;  this  is  a  melan- 
choly truth,  aud  too  often  verified. 

t  Be  not  a  man  of  words,  but  deeds, 
Example  (precepts)  far  exceeds. 

J  Setting  a  good  example,  is  the  best  wjy  to  recommend  and  en- 
force good  precepts. 
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church,  both  morning  and  afternoon  ;  while  the 
evening  of  that  blessed  day  was  spent  in  catechi- 
sing and  instructing  the  younger,  and  in  reading 
some  useful  discourse  to  the  more  advanced  part 
of  his  household*. — Never  abstaining  from  the 
hallowed  table  of  the  Lord,  he  was  earnest  al- 
ways in  pressing  that  important  duty ;  and  few 
•who  lived  with  him  were  long  strangers  to  that 
heavenly  banquet. 

Thus  exemplary  at  home,  he  was  no  less  es- 
teemed abroad ;  his  punctuality,  honesty,  and 
worth,  were  universally  commended ;  and  though 
some  of  freer  principles  wonld  sometimes  be  apt 
to  sneer  at  his  preeiseness  (as  they  termed  it) 
yet  no  man  maintained  a  mora  universal  credit, 
pursued  his  temporal  business  with  more  becom- 
ing alacrity,  or,  by  the  blessing  of  God,  flourish, 
ed  more  in  all  desireable  success  f. 

It  pleased  the  sovereign  disposer  of  all  things 
to  give  him  a  long  foresight  of  his  approaching 
dissolution,  by  means  of  a  lingering  and  consump. 
live  illness. 

Shall  I  ever  forget  with  what  delight  I  heard 
him  declare  his  high  hopes,  when,  coming  in  bj 
accident,  I  found  him,  with  his  beloved  wife  by 
his  side.  Pale  and  emaciated,  he  sat  in  the  chair 
of  sickness,  his  hand  tenderly  clasping  hers,  and 
his  eyes  fixed  upon  her;  while  she,  with  soft  af- 
fection, strove  to  conceal  her  heartfelt  distress, 

*  This  method  of  spending  the  Sabbath-day  cannot  be  too  much  in- 
culcated,  or  enforced,  on  every  master  and  mistress  of  a  family;  the 
neglect  of  it  has  been  the  ruin  (it  is  greatly  to  he  feared)  of  thousand* 
el  children,  apprentices,  and  servants. 

fy  t  Well  might  the  Psalmist  say,  the  blessing  of  the  Lord  is  in  the 
house  of  the  righteous ;  blessed  is  every  one  that  feareth  the  Lord; 
that  •walketh  in  his  ways;  happy  shall  ttiou  b«,  and  it  shall  be  wtll 
vith  tbee.  Psalm  omit.  1,  »t 
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and  the  tear,  unpermitted  to  come  forth,  stood 
trembling  in  her  eye. — u  I  was  endeavouring, 
dear  Sir,"  said  he,  "  to  reconcile  my  life's  loved 
companion  to  the  stroke  which  shortly  must  se- 
parate us — separate  for  a  while — separate,  bless, 
ed  be  the  Lord  of  life,  only  to  meet  that  we  may 
never  more  part.  But,  alas !  so  frail  is  human 
nature,  so  weak  is  human  faith,  so  attached  are 
we  to  this  poor  crasy  prison,  that  we  cannot,  can. 
not  be  triumphant — we  sink  and  grovel  upon  the 
earth  even  to  the  last*." 

"  Affection  like  yours,"  said  I,  u  so  long  tried 
and  so  tender,  cannot  be  supposed  to  part  with, 
out  pangs;  nor  should  we  think  ourselves  the 
worse  Christians,  because  we  feel  the  most  sen. 
sibly  as  men." 

u  Oh  no,"  said  he,  u  I  have  never  thought  the 
finest  feelings  of  humanity  inconsistent  with  the 
most  elevated  degree  of  Christian  virtue;  but, 
methinks  when  a  pair  have  lived  as  (thanks  be  to 
God)  my  dearest  wife  and  myself  have  constant, 
ly  endeavoured  to  do,  with  a  perpetual  prospect 
to  a  future  scene,  and  an  earnest,  though  very 
imperfect  labour,  to  walk  worthy  our  high  call- 
ing and  hope,  it  should  be  matter  of  the  noblest 
joy,  when  the  consummation  of  all  our  labours  is 
at  hand,  when  we  are  about  to  drop  the  veil  of 
flesh,  and  to  enter  on  the  fruition  of  everlasting 

*  Dr.  Watts  very  justly  sings— 

Our  dearest  joys  and  ne*r<>*t  friends, 

The  partners  of  oui  blo&J, 
How  ti. ey  aivule  our  w-iv'riug  minds, 

And  le<ive  but  Half  fur  God. 
Oh !  may  we  scorn  tlie^e  clothes  of  fiejh, 

1  hc-e  fetters  and  this  load, 
And  loos;  for  evening  to  uurh  <=.$», 

1'li.u  \r«  may  r*»t  \r.*h  GoU.  Hymn  Lei.  B.  S< 
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peace:  surely  this  should  dry  up  all  our  tears, 
and  cause  us  to  rejoice  on  behalf  of  the  friend 
who  is  about — not  to  die^  but  to  live;-  not  to  lose 
life,  but  to  enjoy  it*.  For  myself,  I  have  no 
more  doubt  of  immortality,  nor  (let  me  speak  it 
with  due  humility)  of  my  own  felicity  with  God, 
through  Jesus  Christ,  than  I  have  of  my  present 
existence.  All  nature,  and  the  universal  voice  of 
the  wise  in  every  age,  proclaim  the  animating 
doctrine;  but  the  Christian  religion  hath  dis- 
played it  in  such  full  light,  so  dispelled  every 
cloud,  so  removed  every  scruple,  that  it  would 
be  the  greatest  indignity  to  the  blessed  Author  of 
it,  either  to  doubt  a  future  and  eternal  existence, 
or  to  doubt  an  eternal  and  happy  one  through 
faith  in  Jesus  Christ  t.  Infidelity  appears  tc  me 
of  all  sins  the  most  monstrous,  after  those  various 
declarations  which  God  hath  made  to  support  and 
confirm  OUT  faith  $." 

We  were  charmed  at  the  divine  warmth  with 
which  he  uttered  these  words  :  his  wife  burst  into 
a  flood  of  tears :  tears  of  mingled  joy  and  sad  ness 
who  could  refrain  ?  We  sat  silent : — he  at  leLgth 
went  on : 

u  Yet  let  me  not  be  thought  presumptuous: 
I  know  the  utter  abhorrence  of  God  to  the  least 
spark  of  self-dependence;  I  know  the  absolute 

*  We  can  never  think  too  much  upon  this  solemn  and  interesting 
truth. 

When  this  our  short  and  fleeting  life  is  o'ei. 

Yve  die  to  l.vn,  aud  live—to  die  no  more.  SOLITARY  WALKS. 
I  It  is  the  absolute  declaration  of  God  himself,  He  that  believeth 
shall  t-e  saved:  and  Christ  has  promised,  as  he  livcth,  they  (who 
truly  believe  in  him)  shall  live  also. 

*  Urbelief  robs  the  Christian  too  often  of  his  spiritual  comfort; 
but  1ft  him  wl.o  professes  to  believe  in  Chiist,  take  htf.d  respecting 
the  nature,  ground,  anr\  fruits  of  his  faith,  that  tiiey  aie  of  the 
right  k:Ed,  according  to  the  rule  of  God's  uncning  uottf. 
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contrariety  of  pride  to  the  true  interest  of  a  fallen 
creature:  lam  nothing,  I  have  nothing,  I  can 
do  nothing ;  to  the  glory  of  his  free  grace  be  all 
I  ever  have  done,  be  all  I  ever  hope  for  *.  But 
there  is  such  an  exhaustless  fund  of  unexampled 
mercy  and  lore  in  the  great  Saviour  of  mankind, 
so  wonderful  are  his  doings,  so  passing  all  com. 
prehension  his  tender  regard  for  the  children  of 
men,  that  I  dare  not  dispute  his  rich  offers,  that 
I  dare  not  hesitate  in  the  embracing  his  full  pro. 
raises. 

"  Oh  Sir,  I  can  say,  with  the  utmost  sincerity, 
that  the  reflection  on  his  past  mercies  is  my  sole 
and  unspeakable  comfort;  and  in  his  love  I  al. 
ready  taste  something  of  the  bliss  I  expect.  In. 
flnenced  by  that  love,  and  by  a  sincere  (though 
alas;  most  weak)  faith  in  him,  I  have  laboured 
diligently  to  act  in  conformity  to  his  will  ;  and 
though  conscious  of  a  thousand  and  ten  thousand 
iafirinities,  though  in  my  best  services  utterly  un. 
profitable,  though  in  all  less  than  the  least  of  his 
mercies,  yet  I  have  an  unshaken  confidence  in 
his  all-sufficient  merits;  and  fully  relying  upon 
them,  I  commit  my  soul  to  him,  with  all  the  sa- 
tisfaction and  serenity  cf  calm  and  well-grounded 
hope  t.  He  is  a  rock  that  can  never  fail  us ;  the 
cross  of  Christ  promiseth  the  sinner  every  thing 
which  Repentance  can  presume  to  ask  J. 

*  This  will  ever  be  the  language  of  a  true  Christian,  though  not 
the  se.ntinn.'uts  of  every  nominal  one. 

t  Oh  !  the  comforts  and  consolations  of  an  expiring  believer  in 
Jesus  Christ,  how  solid,  unspeakable,  and  encouraging !  Well  might 
the  Psalmist  David  say,  The  end  of  that  man  is  peace.  PS.XTJVU.  37* 
I  Touoh'd  by  the  cross,  we  live,  or  inoTC.  than  die; 
That  touch,  with  charms  celestial,  heals  the  soul 
Disras'd,  drive?  pain  from  guilt,  lights  life  in  death, 
Torn?  earth  to  heaven,  to  heavenly  thrones  transforms 
The  ghattiy  ruins  of  the  monrdrin6'  tomb.  NIG  JIT  THOUGHTS. 

c 


34  DODD  ON  DEATH. 

Much  more  passed  between  us,  some  things  far 
too  tender  to  be  committed  to  paper;  and  it  will 
not  be  any  wonder  to  the  serious  reader  to  be  told, 
that  a  sickness  of  some  weeks  was  borne  by  a 
man  of  such  faith,  with  all  the  cheerful  resigria. 
tion  and  consummate  patience  which  are  peculiar 
to  the  true  Christian*.  Nothing  would  be  more 
instructive,  perhaps, .than  many  of  the  discourses 
which  he  held  with  his  friends  during  the  scene  of 
trial.  A  few  hours  before  he  died,  he  took  a 
solemn  leave  of  his  wife  and  children,  to  whom 
he  had  delivered  at  large  his  dying  advice;  and, 
perfectly  sensibte  of  his  approaching  dissolution, 
some  minutes  before  he  expired,  he  was  heard  to 
say,  "  O  death,  where  is  thy  sting  ?  O  grave, 
•where  is  thy  victory  ?  The  sting  of  death  is  sin, 
and  the  strength  of  sin  is  the  law ;  but  thanks  be 
to  God  who  giveth  us  the  victory,  through  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ. "  And  having  said  this,  he 
fell  asleep  with  a  composure  perfectly  lovely, 
with  a  peace  infinitely  desirable. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Are  not  two  sparrows  sold  for  a  .farthing?  and  one  of  them  shall  not 
fall  to  tue  ground  without  your  Father.  But  the  very  hairs  of 
your  head  are  all  numbered.  Fear  ye  not,  therefore,  ye  ate  of  more 
value  than  many  sparrows.  Matthew,  x,  2y,  #c. 

Leave  thy  fatherless  children,  I  will  preserve  them  alive,  and  let 
thy  widows  trust  in  me.  Jeremiah,  xlix.  11. 

FEW  passions  are  more  strongly  implanted  in  the 
human  mind  than  the  love  of  our  offspring;  to 
be  devoid  of  which,  degrades  the  human  far  be- 
neath the  irrational  creature,  through  every 

*  It  may  well  be  said,  religion  has  pleasures  which  none  but  the 
real  Chmtian  can  enjoy;  consolations  which  none  but  the  real 
Christian  can  partake  of;  and  &  crown  of  glory  promised  to  its 
followers  after  death,  which  none  but  the  real  Christian  can  have  a 
title  10,  or  wear.  2  iuu.  za.Q. 
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species  of  which  the  wonderful  influence  of  pa- 
rental affection  is  discernible.  The  wisdom  of 
the  great  Creator  is  immediately  obvious  in  this 
gracious  provision  for  the  helpless  young;  and  it 
is  certain  that  (his  powerful  regard  in  the  human 
species  may  be  rendered  productive  of  the  most 
excellent  effects. 

Too  commonly,  indeed,  it  is  grossly  abused,  and 
the  honourable  claim  of  parental  regard  is  made 
the  pretence  for  an  unworthy  and  mean  attach, 
ment  to  the  pursuits  of  the  world,  and  the  love 
of  this  life.  Many  men  cheat  themselves  under 
this  specious  delusion ;  and  while  they  conceive 
that  the  spring  of  their  actions,  and  the  cause  of 
their  singular  attention  to  earthly  desires,  is  the 
laudable  purpose  of  providing  for  their  families*, 
they  are  the  meanwhile  but  following  the  bent 
of  their  own  inclinations,  and  treading  in  a  track 
which  they  would  continue  to  tread,  were  they 
not  influenced  at  all  by  the  motive  which  they 
fancy  engages  them  in  it.  Frequent  experience 
hath  manifested  this;  but  it  was  never  seen  more 
evidently,  perhaps,  than  in  the  case  of  AVARO, 
who  lived  only  for  his  children,  as  he  constantly 
avowed,  and  on  that  account  denied  himself  every 
reasonable  gratification ;  when,  as  if  it  were  to 
falsify  those  pretences,  as  well  as  to  awaken  him, 
if  possible,  to  a  more  rational  conduct,  the  Sove- 
reign of  Heaven  deprived  him  of  his  children  in 
a  short  compass  of  time;  and  lo,  he  remains  the 
same  grovelling  earth-worm,  though  he  hath  none 


*  A  r»rnd*>nt  desire  and  erHo^vour  to  m-ike  a  suitable  provision  for 
Atir  f.i  mil  '«?.->,-  ;.rr  Inud.Mc  and  prahe-worthy ;  but  au  overanxious 
puisuit  after  tempo' al  thine*  is  hurtful  *nd  unbecoming,  paiticuUrlj 
respecting  tnosc  who  profess  to  be  Christian*. 
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to  share  that  inheritance,  which  he  purchases  at 
the  price  of  his  soul ! 

If  any  truth  be  fully  revealed  in  the  sacred 
oracles,  if  any  hath  the  sanction  of  the  soundest 
reason,  it  is  the  belief  of  a  wise,  good,  and  super, 
intending  Providence,  of  an  universal  Father, 
who  tenderly  watchethover,  and  graciously  careth 
for  the  concerns  of  those  beings  whom  himself 
hath  created,  and  placed  in  their  several  stations 
upon  earth*;  a  truth  of  an  aspect  the  most  be- 
nign, and  of  an  influence  the  most  important  to 
all  the  affairs  of  men ;  to  forget  and  disregard 
which,  leads  to  all  the  folly  of  self-seeking,  all  the 
madness  of  self-dependence,  all  the  bitter  anxiety 
of  self-corroding  care;  to  remember,  and  live 
under  the  constant  persuasion  of  which,  induces 
all  the  sweetness  of  a  serene  conscience,  all  the 
fortitude  of  a  resigned  soul,  all  the  comfort  of  an 
unshaken  hopef. 

And  to  this,  were  we  to  judge  by  the  rules  of 
right  reason  or  religion,  that  parental  affection, 
which  is  so  universal  and  amiable,  must  naturally 
bend  every  parent,  whom,  if  no  other  consider- 
ation were  sufficient  to  persuade  to  the  practice 
of  religion,  and  to  a  dependence  upon  the  Deity, 
the  reflection  of  its  infinite  moment  to  their  off- 
spring, and  of  the  unspeakable  value  of  the  divine 
favour,  should  powerfully  incline  thereto;  for 
there  is  no  patrimony  like  the  divine  protection, 
and  no  friendship  so  stable  as  the  friendship  of 
heaven :  the  former  can  never  be  exhausted,  the 

*  Matthew,  TH.  26. 

t  Well  might  our  Saviour  upbraid  his  disciples  with  unbelief  of  his 
providential  care,  by  saying,  if  God  so  clothe  the  grass  of  the  field, 
which  to  day  is,  and  to  morrow  is  cast  into  the  oven,  shall  he  not 
much  more  clothe  you,  O  ye  of  little  faith  !  Matthew  vi.  30. 
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Mfer  will  never  fail  or  forsake  us:  no  change  of 
circumstances  will  change  its  fidelity ;  nay,  much 
unlike  the  friendship  of  the  world*,  in  the  black, 
day  of  adversity  it  will  smile  with  the  roost  per- 
fect sweetness  and  affection. 

Our  earthly  schemes  in  behalf  of  our  children 
may  prove  unsuccessful,  and  be  quickly  blasted 
by  the  finger  of  disappointment ;  our  labours  may 
end  in  vexation,  and  all  our  attempts  be  insuffi- 
cient to  secure  the  fortune  we  may  wish ;  or 
should  we  secure  it,  the  patrimony  we  have  gain, 
ed,  at  the  expense  of  so  much  care  and  anxiety 
(nay,  perhaps,  at  the  high  price  even  of  felicity 
eternal)  may  be  embezzled  by  the  faithless  guar- 
dian, devoured  by  the  litigious  lawyer,  or  foolish. 
ly  squandered  away  by  the  spendthrift  heir,  whom 
our  industry  has  capacitated  to  sink  into  the  foul 
sewers  of  idleness,  vice,  and  sloth  +,  and  deprived 
at  once  of  the  comforts  of  this  life,  and  the  hopes 
of  a  better,  by  supplying  him  with  the  means  and 
opportunity  to  be  iniquitous ;  when,  perhaps, 
without  th*'m,  he  had  bren  led  to  careful  indus. 
try.  to  sobriety,  and  r>ll  the  blessed  fruits  of  a  ra- 
tional and  prudent  demeanour. 

J>t  it  not  be  concluded  from  hence,  that  we 
•would  condemn  that  proper  care  for  the  substs, 

*  Dr.  Young  expresses  a  similar  opinion  of  the  world's  friendship 
in  the.  following  lines  : 

Tir'd  nature's  sweet  restorer,  balmy  sleep ! 

He,  like  the  world  his  ready  visit  pays 

Where  fortune  smiles:  the  wretched  he  forsakes. 

NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 

t  Idleness,  vice,  and  sloth,  have  been  the  ruin  of  thousands,  there- 
fore ought  caiefully  to  be  avoided,  particularly  by  young  persons  of 
both  sexes;  for  an  idle  man  is  the  devil's  playfellow;  »lothfulness 
brinpeth  a  man  to  rags !  while 

Vice  its  own  punishment  will  ever  prove, 
,  Pat  Virtue  leads  to  blissful  realms  above.  RURAL  CHRISTIAN. 
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tence  of  a  family,  which  all  nations  have  judged- 
necessary  and  becoming :  we  mean  only  to  decry 
that  absurd,  but  too  common  practice,  of  living 
merely  to  lay  up  wealth  for  those  who  shall  sur- 
vive us,  without  taking  care  to  secure  the  favour 
of  Providence,  without  looking  at  all  to  the  great 
Superintendant  of  human  affairs,  who  laughs  with 
just  contempt,  at  the  spider-webs  which  men  of 
this  character  *>o  industriously  weave.  Without 
God  in  their  lives,  without  hope  in  their  death, 
they  are  unable  calmly  to  lay  their  dying  heads 
on  their  pillows*,  or  to  commend,  with  humble 
but  confident  faith,  their  weeping  widows  and  or. 
phans  to  the  heavenly  Husband,  and  the  ever- 
lasting father. 

Of  these  poor  NEGOTIO  never  thought,  and 
therefore  could  derive  no  comfort  to  himself, 
could  administer  no  comfort  to  his  wife  or  his 
children,  from  the  solid  expectation  of  the  father- 
Jy  care  of  Omnipotence  +.  This  rendered  his  death 
doubly  dreadful,  as  the  contrary  view  soothed 
every  sorrow,  and  cheered  every  gloom  before 
the  face  of  the  departing  OSIANDEB.  He  beheld 
his  wife  and  his  children  with  an  eye  of  gladness, 
as  the  peculiar  care  of  the  Father  of  the  Father- 
less, and  the  Husband  of  the  Widow;  anif  to 
that  care  he  consigned  them,  with  a  cheerful  hope 


*  The  wicked  in  the  views  of  dissolution,  may  hope  for  mercy  at 
the  hauds  of  their  offended  Maker,  but  notion  scriptural  grounds  ; 
for  the  word  of  God  assures  us,  without  repentance  there  is  no  sal. 
vation.  Luke  xiii.  3- 

t  The  offopring  of  wicked  parents,  if  they  continue  in  the  roads  of 
impiety  aud  vice,  may  justly  expect,  according  to  the  express  decla- 
ration of  Jehovah,  that  the  curse  due  to  their  parents  will  descend 
on  them;  for  he  has  said,  He  will  visit  the  iniquities  of  the  father* 
upon  the  children,  unto  the  third  and  fourth  generation  of  them  that 
lute  him,  and  keep  not  bis  commandment*.  Exodus  JTJ.  5. 
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and  peaceful  acquiescence*.      NEGOTIO  saw  his 
.family  with  the  eye  of  distraction,  as  the  prey  of 
poverty,  and  the  sport  of  an  injurious  world. 

Unaccustomed  to  estimate  worth  by  any  other 
standard  than  that  of  earthly  acquisitions,  he  con- 
sidered them  as  unavoidably  miserable;  and  leav- 
ing them  unprovided  with  what  the  world  calls 
good,  he  left  them,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  destitute, 
and  doomed  to  all  the  contempt  of  penury,  and 
all  the  painful  pity  of  distress. — Such  was  the 
issue  of  his  anxious  solicitude  for  temporal  things. 
— Oh,  happy  had  it  been  for  thee,  NEGOTIO,' 
happy  for  thy  family,  if  some  portion  of  thy  anxie- 
ty had  been  allotted  to  eternal  concerns  !  Then. 
hadst  thou  died  in  the  pleasing  reflection,  that, 
not  void  of  attention  to  thy  great  business  on. 
earth,  thou  wast  going  thyself  to  the  kingdom  of 
a  Father,  who  watcheth  with  peculiar  attention 
over  the  orphan  and  the  widow,  especially  when 
consigned  by  the  faithful  parent  to  his  secure  pro- 
tection ;  and  who  is  equally  able  to  save  by  many 
•  as  by  fete;  to  bless  where  there  is  little,  as  well 
as  where  there  is  much ;  to  bless  with  the  most 
substantial  blessings — competency,  content,  and  a 
goo4  conscience ;  which  bestow  those  consolations, 
solid,  secure,  and  immoveable,  that  are  denied 
frequently,  or  sought  for  in  vain,  by  the  distin- 
guished favourites  of  exorbitant  wealth,  or  exalt- 
ed power. 

Conscious  hereof,  OSIANDER,  during  his  last 
sickness,  was  never  deficient  in  pouring  this  heal- 

*  The  real  Christian,  trusting  in  God  as  his  heavenly  father,  friend, 
and  portion,  may  sSfely  leave  all  he  has  in  his  hands,  knowing  lie 
will  safely  keep  that  which  is  conimitted  to  him,  against  that  day 
vrheu  h«  comes  to  judge  the  world  by  LU  Son  Christ  Jesus. 

.  *  Timothy  i  IS. 
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ing  balm  into  fhe  bleeding  heart  of  his  life's  loved 
companion  and  softer  friend. 

fct  Widowhood* ,"  he  was  often  wont  to  say  to 
her,  "  is  doubtless  a  state  of  the  deepest  distress. 
Left  to  weather  out  all  the  storms  and  tempests 
of  a  calamitous  world,  a  poor  dejected  woman 
then  most  wants  the  tender  support  of  the  hus- 
band, whose  loss  those  very  wants  most  feelingly 
teach  her.  Not  only  every  source  of  usual  satis, 
faction  is  dried  up,  not  only  every  allowable  and 
life-cheering  comfort  is  cut  oil,  but  the  flood-gates 
are  open  to  a  tide  of  new  troubles,  unknown, 
unthought  of  before,  which  the  memory  of  past 
felicities  mournfully  enhanceth  ;  the  reirospect 
of  happiness  once  enjoyed,  but  now  lost,  adding 
double  weight  to  the  woe  which  springs  up  un- 
welcome in  its  place. 

"  Even  where  the  affection  hath  not  been  of 
the  most  tender  sort,  the  loss  of  a  husband  is  se- 
verely felt;  but  where  it  hath  been  just  and  sin- 
cere, where  long-tried  fid<  liiy  hath  much  appro- 
Ted  each  to  the  other,  there,  as  the  parting  be- 
comes more  afflictive,  so  the  loss  is  more  sensibly 
felt.  Widowhood  is  then  an  iron  fumace  indeed. 
• — But  to  catch  the  allusion,  as  the  Son  of  God 
•was  seen  in  the  furnace  with  the  three  faithful 
Israelites^  preserving  them  unhurt  from  the  rage 
of  the  flames +,  so  will  he  be  present,  with  pecu- 
liar protection,  and  shield,  with  his  fatherly  pro- 
vidence, the  widow  and  her  orphans. — Leave  thy 
fatherless  children,  saith  this  kind  God,  I  will  prc- 
perve  them  alive,  and  let  thy  widows  trust  in  me  +. 

*  See  the  fine  ?pee«h  of  St.  Chrysostom't  mother,  in  the  Christian's 
iuf.vol.  1.  p.  54.  published  forNewbeTy  in  Paul's  Church-  yartj, 
t  Daniel  iti.  25.  J  Jeremiah  xlix.  ii« 
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"  This  passage,  I  will  freely  confess  to  you, 
haih  at  all  times  gi?eu  the  greatest  comfoit  to  my 
mind,  and  at  the  same  time  encouraged  me  to  a 
cheerful  discharge  of  my  duty,  and  to  perfect  de. 
pendence  on  God,  conscious,  that  if  I  could  by 
any  means  secure  the  fatherly  carp  of  Omnipo- 
tence for  you  and  my  dear  children,  I  need  not 
be  anxious  for  ought  besides.  1  have  endeavour- 
ed to  keep  this  point  in  view;  and  I  can  now 
commend  you  to  that  care,  with  the  most  joyful 
and  heart. felt  delight;  for  the  Lord  will  never 
leave  you  nor  forsake  you :  he  is  emphatically- 
styled,  the  Father  of  the  fatherless,  and  the  Hus. 
band  of  the  widow*;  a  reflectien  which  surely 
must  make  every  tender  parent,  every  affectionate 
husband,  solicitously  careful  to  obtain  God's  bless- 
ing, if  they  really  love  their  children,  if  they  have 
a  real  regard  for  their  wives  and  offspring;  for 
the  Lord  God  hath  shown,  all  through  his  bless- 
ed word,  how  near  and  dear  to  him  are  the  in- 
terests of  the  widow  and  the  orphan :  he  hath 
given  peculiar  laws,  with  much  tenderness,  re. 
specting  them;  he  hath  urged,  as  the  greatest 
offence,  the  neglect  and  injury  of  them  ;  he  hath 
made  it  one  of  the  characteristic  parts  of  true  and 
undefiied  religion,  to  visit  the  fatherless  and 
widows  in  their  affliction  +  ;  and  as  an  emblem  of 
his  ever  full  and  flowing  mercy  towards  them,  he 
sent  his  prophet  to  one  of  them,  in  the  day  of 
her  distress,  and  enriched  her  with  a  continual 
supply,  while  want  and  famine  were  reigning 
around ;  giving  at  once  a  proof  and  a  significant 
token  of  his  fatherly  providence,  and  increasing 
mercies  to  the  wisdom  who  trusteth  in  him  J. 

*  Psalm  Itviii.  5.  t  James  ».  2?.  J  2  K.ngs  iv.  6. 
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"For,  my  dear  love,  permit  me  to  say,  though 
I  have  scarce  any  need  to  say  it  to  you,  that 
these  rich  promises  to  widows  are  not  given  indis. 
criminately,  and  under  no  conditions;  it  may  be 
very  possible  to  languish  in  all  the  wretchedness 
of  a  widowed  state,  and  yet  to  enjoy  none  of  the 
distinguished  care  of  Heaven.  St.  Paul  speaks  of 
those  who  are  widows  indeed ;  which  plainly  im- 
plies that  some  in  a  state  of  widowhood  may  be 
far  from  the  Divine  notice.  A  widow  indeed^  ac- 
cording to  him,  is  one  who  trusteth  in  God,  and 
contiisueth  in  supplications  and  prayer  night  and 
day;  one  who  is  truly  sensible  of  the  afflictive 
hand  of  Providence  upon  her;  who  endeavours 
to  receive  with  meekness,  and  to  improve  in  re- 
signation by  the  chastising  stroke;  who  fixed  her 
soul's  dependence  upon  the  high  and  gracious 
providence  of  her  God,  and  laboureth,  with  all 
the  sincerity  of  faith,  and  fervour  of  prayer,  to 
cast  herself  and  all  her  concerns  upon  him,  as 
knowing  he  careth  for  her. 

"And  as  thus  trusting  in  God,  and  continuing 
in  prayer,  the  widow  should  be  particularly  grave, 
serious,  and  sober,  in  all  her  behaviour,  dress,  and 
deportment;  she  should  not  forget  that  God  hath 
been  pleased  to  cut  otf,  ;f  I  may  so  say,  the  or- 
nament of  her  head,  and  the  pride  of  her  life; 
and  therefore  requireth  a  decent  solemnity  in  all 
her  carriage.  If  the  loss  happens  to  a  woman  in 
earlier  life,  she  hath  need  of  more  peculiar  watch- 
fulness against  all  the  attacks  of  carnal  enemies; 
and  should  be  very  cautious  not  to  give  the  least 
room  for  that  reproach,  eitlier  of  wantonness  or 
calumny,  which  some  are  so  apt  to  impute  to 
v\  idc  wi'.Qod  in  general. 
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"  And  should  she,  my  dear,  be  left  in  your 
case,  with  a  family  around  her,  oh,  how  much 
anxiely  attends  that  necessary  and  important 
charge ;  that  most  tender  duty  which  she  oweth 
to  them*. — I  cannot,  indeed.  I  cannot  speak  of 
this  heavy  burden:  my  heart  is  too  full;  and  I 
have  perfect  satisfaction  in  your  motherly  lore  to 
my  dear  children. — But  do  not  sink  under  the 
burden,  for  God  is  with  you:  he  will  bless  your 
endeavours;  he  will  support  you  in  every  diffi- 
culty.— Leave  thy  fatherless  children  to  me,  I 
will  preserve  them  alive +,  saith  he;  alive,  that 
is,  through  grace,  alive  to  the  only  valuable,  the 
tfivine  life;  alive  to  himself!  Oh!  sweet  and 
comfortable  promise,  let  it  always  be  your  sup. 
port,  and  rest  perfectly  confident,  that  while  you 
exert  your  best,  though  feeble  efforts,  for  your 
dear  children,  the  Father  of  the  fatherless  will 
more  than  second  you  ;  trust  in  him ;  continue 
in  prayer  to  him  for  them  and  for  yourself;  and 
you  will  have  a  husband  infinitely  preferable  to 
this  poor  perishing  mortal,  who  is  about  to  leave 
you — and  they,  my  beloved  pretty  orphans, — 
have  a  father  if. — 

Oh!  thou  gracious  Father,  preserve,  protect, 
defend  both  her  and  them — and  when  my  weep- 
ing eyes  shall  be  closed  in  death  :  when  my  sup- 
plicating tongue  shall  be  silent  in  dust;  when  my 
solicitous  heart  shall  cease  to  throb  for  them! 
Oh!  be  thou  their  never-failing,  their  heavenly 
husband,  father,  friend \  their  God  and  portion, 
in  this  life  and  in  that  which  is  to  come — Oh  !  may 

*  Would  to  God  there  were  no  widows  ia  our  day,  but  such  who 
answered  the  above  description. 

fJ«remiah  xlix.  H.  Psalm  zxvii.  10. 
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we  meet  to  part  no  more — meet  to  praise  an(d  adore 
thy  exceeding  loving-kindness,  through  endless 
agfs  in  glory  *." 

Thus  spoke  Qsiander;  and  happy  that  bus. 
band  who  thus,  like  him,  can,  in  the  views  of 
death,  pour  the  balm  of  divine  consolation  into 
the  heart  of  his  afflicted  and  lamenting  partner. 


CHAPTER  V. 

Still  frowns  grim  Death;  Guilt  points  tbe  tyrant's  spe^r, 

And  wheuce  all  human  gui:t?~ From  Death  forgot!      YOUNG. 

WERE  it  possible  to  avoid  the  stroke,  or  to  escape 
the  victorious  arm  of  Death^  they  would  have 
something  to  plead  for  their  conduct,  who  shun, 
•with  all  their  power,  the  solemn  reflection;  who 
make  it  the  whole  business  of  their  lives  to  dis- 
sipate the  important  thought  of  that,  which  they 
must  sooner  or  later  meet  with,  and  to  which  they 
are  inevitably  doomed  + .  But  as  no  human  power 
can  arrest,  even  for  one  moment,  the  fatal  dart  ~l  ; 
as  every  individual  must  pass  through  this  black 
and  lamentable  flood ;  surely  wisdom  dictates  a 
serious  and  frequent  attention  to  so  interesting  a 
concern,  and  reason  advises  the  mo^t  diligent  sur. 
vey  of  this  dreadful  evil;  that  we  may  learn  to 
encounter  it  with  holy  courage,  or  at  least,  to  sub- 
mit to  it  without  reluctance.  Death,  viewed  with 
an  hasty  and  trembling  eye,  appears  in  formid- 
able terror,  as  the  cruel  blaster  of  all  human  hopes 

*  Thrire  happy  Christian! !  who,  when  time  is  o'er, 

Shalt  meet  in  realms  of  bliss  to  part  no  more.  G.  W. 

t  For  it  is  appointed  uuto  all  men  once  to  die.  Ileb,  ii.  27 . 

J  When  deatli  receives  the  dire  command, 

None  can  elude  or  stay  his  hand  ; 

For  when  his  drerid  commission's  seal'd, 

Th?  youngest,  healthiest,  all  must  yield.    RUR   CHRISTIAN. 
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and  joys ;  but  Death,  viewed  with  an  eye  of  faith, 
and  contemplated  with  the  coolness  of  rational 
deliberation,  loses  much  of  its  terror,  and  is  ap. 
preached  with  no  small  degree  of  complacency 
and  peace*. 

You  tremble  at  the  fear  cf  Death;  come, 
draw  near  and  let  us  see  what  that  is,  which  thufr 
alarms  your  quickest  apprehensions.  See  in  the 
most  fearful  garb,  Death  is  only  the  ransomer  of 
frail  mortals  from  the  prison  of  a  sinful,  painful, 
and  corrupted  frame ;  their  deliverer  from  a  tran- 
sitory and  vexatious  world  ;  +  their  introducer  to 
an  eternal  and — oh  that  we  could  always  add — a 
blessed  state!  but  there,  there  alas,  is  the  dread. 
It  is  this  which  clothes  Death  in  his  terrors,  and 
gives  all  its  sharpness  te  his  sting.  Could  we  be 
assured,  had  we  a  scriptural  well-grounded  pre- 
sumption, that  the  departing  soul  should  enter 
into  a  state  of  felicity,  and  be  receited  into  th* 
bosom  of  its  Saviour  and  its  God,  wt  should  then 
universally  lay  down  the  load  of  mortality,  not 
o;ily  without  regret,  but  even  with  triumph  ^. 

Whence  then'comes  it  to  pass? — let  us  no 
longer  lay  the  blame  on  Deaih^  for  it  is  fairly  £>x. 
culpated — whence  comes  it  to  pass,  that  we  dare 
lio  leave  without  treasuring  up  u  this  rational  and 
well. grounded  presumption,'*  which  theChristain 
religion  so  copiously  supplies,  and  which  we  are 

*  De.-th  ami  his  im  tge  risine  in  the  brain, 
\*>c \rfaint  rcicmbUiue.  never  arc  alike; 
Fcir  sl..ik«'s  me  pencil.  Fancy  love^  excess, 
iy.uk  Iguor-tiue  i.->  lavish  of  m-i  »!...ue>, 
And  t'ne'se  the  formidable  picture  draw.    NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 

t De.ith  ends  our  woes 

Aud  puU  a  period  to  the  ills  of  life.  Dr.  YOUNG. 

J  To  inert  death  without  cause  to  fear  it.  is  the  privilege  only  of 
a  t.'uf  believer  in  Je^us;  wc'l,  t.ie'tfore   doe.s  *u  fiuuent  writer 
d  look  with  Muriipij  ou  UIK  tomb.  Dr. 
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called  upon  to  treasure  up  by  every  motive  of  in- 
terest, of  common  sense,  and  of  duty?  If  we  ne- 
glect this,  let  us  not  pretend  to  quarrel  with  our 
fate,  and  to  repine  at  the  fearfulness  of  death ; 
we  ourselves  give  all  his  fearfulness  to  him,  and 
from  ourselves  alone  proceeds  the  cause  of  our 
bitterest  disquietude;  for  God  hath  plainly  de. 
clared  to  us  the  irreversible  condition  of  our  na- 
ture. Our  death  is  no  less  certain  than  our  ex, 
isteuce*.  He  hath  graciously  provided  a  sove- 
reign and  infallible  antidote  against  tha  fear  of 
death,  in  the  victorious  resurrection  of  his  dear 
Sont.  He  hath  informed  us,  that  our  bodies 
must  return  to  dust;  that  all  our  possessions 
must  be  left  behind  ;  and  that  a  state  everlasting 
and  unalterable  awaits  us — a  state  of  endless  bliss 
•with  him,  or  of  misery  with  condemned  spirits};. 
If  then,  my  soul,  deaf  to  his  informations,  and 
rogardless  of  his  mercies,  thou  shalt  forget  the 
Condition  of  thy  nature;  pride  thyself  in  the  beau- 
ties of  thy  present  body ;  boast  thyself  in  the 
possessions  of  thy  present  state;  neglect  to  se. 
cure  an  interest  in  the  Saviour,  by  faith  unfeigned, 
and  obedience  unreserved — thine,  and  thine  eter- 
nally, will  be  the  just  condemnation  :  nor  canst 
thou  wonder  that  the  stroke  of  death,  in  this  view, 
is  horrible  to  thy  apprehension  ;  for  it  will  sepa- 
rate thee  from  all  thou  boldest  dear,  and  convey 
thf-e  to  a  region  dolorous  and  unwelcome,  where 
thou  hast  no  treasure,  and  canst  not  have  either 
hope  or  love.  But  remember,  in  this  case,  Death 

»  Fix'd  is  the  term  to  all  the  race  on  earth, 
Aad  such  the  hard  conditioi.  of  our  birth; 
"No  force  win  death  resist,  no  flight  can  save, 
All  fall  auke,  tne  fearful  aud  the  brave.  POPE. 

*  Corinthians  n.  20-  J  Matthew  «».  46. 
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deserves  no  blame;  for  it  is  not  Death  which  is 
terrible  in  itself;  it  is  man,  foolish  man,  who 
renders  it  so,  by  his  inexcusable  neglect*. 

It  is  from  hence  arises  the  fear  of  death ;  from 
estimating  too  highly  the  thirgs  of  this  life,  and 
f torn  forgetting  the  mutable  condition  annexed  to 
e?ery  mortal  blessing.  Hence  sprung  all  the 
mistakes,  and  all  the  miseries  of  the  young,  the 
lovely  Misella,  and  all  the  piercing  pangs  which 
tore  her  wretched  parent's  heart. 

Micella  was  blest,  by  the  great  Giver  of  all 
good  gifts,  with  a  frame  peculiarly  elegant  and 
pleasing.  Softness  and  sweetness  dwelt  in  her 
countenance;  the  down  of  the  swan  was  rivalled 
by  her  skin;  her  shape  was  faultless,  her  limbs 
were  finished  with  the  most  beautiful  symmetry, 
and  her  voice  was  musical  as  the  harmony  of  the 
Jute.  She  was  taught  from  her  cradle  to  value 
this  fine  person;  and  her  fond  and  overweening 
parents  fed  the  soothing  vanity  with  every  food 
which  their  dotage  could  supply  f. 

Her  education  was  perfectly  polite,  adapted  to 
get  off  the  graces  of  her  frame,  little  calculated  to 
expand  or  improve  the  more  valuable  beauties  of 
the  mind:  her  taste  for  dress  was  remark n b.y 
elegant,  her  manner  of  dancing  particularly  gen- 
teel ;  she  excelled  much  at  cards,  and  tew  were 
happier  in  devising  schemes,  and  engaging  parties 
of  pleasure.  As  her  voice  was  charming  in  itself, 
go  was  it  improved  by  art,  and  aided  by  the  soft 

*  D«.uh  will  be,  to  lh*»  real  Christian  the  end  of  all  his  earthly 
troubles,  ami  the  be^unm?  of  his  iieuveuly  joy?,  winlft  to  the  vick<  d 
and  inipenitent,  it  will  piovo  the  end  of  ;ili  t'.e;i  oopes,  and  the  be- 
ginning of  ti  eir  eternal  tie^peiaton  Dancl.ru  ",. 

t  The  vn.y  means,  and  the  bf.it  method  they  could  havt-  taken,  or 
the  devil  himself  could  have  devisert,  to  make  thnr  child  a  cur-<  to 
them,  aud  bring  d«wn  their  grey  hairs  with  sorrow  to  the  grare. 
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touches  of  the  guitar,  which  she  handled  with  in- 
imitable grace,  preferring  it  to  all  other  instru^ 
ments,  as  the  attitude  in  playing  upon  it  is  most 
advantageous  for  the  display  of  a  fair  lady's  gen- 
tility. 

She  very  early  gave  her  parents  a  convincing 
proof  of  the  mistake  they  had  made  in  her  educa- 
tion, and  of  their  unhappiness  in  neglecting  to  in- 
culcate the  principles  of  religious  duty  and  con- 
scientious virtue;  for,  in  her  seventeenth  year, 
$he  married  a  young  officer,  of  inferior  rank,  and 
no  fortuire,  with  the  entire  disapprobation  of  her 
parents ;  nay,  and  in  direct  contradiction  to  their 
commands.  The  gaiety  of  his  dress,  and  the 
charms  of  his  person,  captivated  her  hearty  and, 
unaccustomed  to  reason  and  think,  she  broke 
every  obligation  to  gratify  her  romantic  passion  *. 

The  blind  and  excessive  fondness  of  her  pa. 
rents,  soon  induced  them  to  pass  over  this  breach 
of  duty,  and  to  welcome  their  darling  daughter 
and  her  husband  to  their  affectionate  arms.  Ac- 
customed from  her  cradle  to  a  life  of  dissipation 
and  pleasure,  now  that  she  was  free  from  all  pa. 
rental  restraint,  she  indulged  the  mad  propensity 
Tvith  still  greater  ardour t.  From  one  public 
place  to  another,  during  the  summer,  she  led  hrr 
passive  husband  ;  during  the  winter  they  lived  in 
all  the  fatiguing  gaiety  of  town  diversions. 

*  Young  women  can  never  be  too  cautious  respecting  the  men  they 
make  choice  of  as  partners  for  l:fe,  for  tr.eir  future  happiness  depeiuis 
upon  it.  What  a  melancholy  reflection  is  it,  that  numbers  in  the  ••••  e- 
sent  day  marry  in  haste,  and  repent  at  leisure,  when  it  is  too  late. 

t  The  education  of  children  is  truly  an  important  task,  and  cannot 
b«  too  carefully  attended  to  by  parents  in  geueral;  for  it  is  an  obser- 
vation confirmed  by  experience, 

Children  like  tender  osiers  take  the  bow; 
And  as  they  first  are  fashiou'd  always  grow. 
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A  child  was  the  issue  of  their  marriage;  but 
as  the  daughter  had  been  before,  so  now  the  mo. 
ther  was  swallowed  up  in  the  woman  of  pleasure. 
She  sent  the  litt'e  infant  to  her  parents,  regard, 
less  of  t/.f  welfare,  if  she  could  but  pursue  her  be. 
loved  gratifications. — -The  case  was  the  same  with 
a  second  produce  of  their  conjugal  endearments. 
She  looked  upon  child-bearing  as  a  severe  tax  paid 
by  the  fair  sex,  and  as  an  obstacle  in  th*»ir  way  to 
the  possession  of  those  delights,  whirh  aione  have 
vorthand  relish  in  theest^emofawomanof fashion*. 

My  reader  will  nor  be  amazed  if  a  life  of  th?s 
kind  produced  no  small  difficulties  in  their  circum- 
stances. Her  parents^  though  not  very  affluent, 
readily  contributed  all  they  could:  and  ah !  too 
fond — fed  scantily,  and  drest  meanly,  that  their 
daughters  might  be  clad  in  scarlet,  and  feast  in  tie. 
hcacy^r.  ft  happened  that  her  husband,  in  th* 
third  year  of  their  marriage,  was  called  abroad 
to  attend  his  regiment.  Pleasure  washer  passion  ; 
she  felt  therefoie  little  regret  at  parting  with  him. 
Nor  did  she  live,  during  his  absence,  like  the 
widowed  wife  and  separated  friend.  She  follow- 
ed her  diversions  with  redoubled  assiduity  ;  wa« 
the  life  of  the  ball,  the  delight  of  the  men,  the 
queen  of  joy. 

Buther  constitution,  tender  and  delicate,  was 
unequal  to  the  toil ;  her  nocturnal  reveries  ex. 
tinguished  the  rose  in  her  cheek:  her  laborious 
Hfe  of  pleasure  brought  on  a  consumption.  Be- 
sides this,  with  declining  health,  her  character 

•  Alas!  how  many  MneJJ.as,  sucli  thoughtless  abd  imprudent  mar- 
ried women,  <lo  we  see  daily  !  M«iy  ih«-  Lcr'i.  of  his  iutiniU;  mercy, 
lessen  t!ic  numher,  l>y  teaching  the.n  wisdom  fiom  above. 

t  If  ever  parents  weie  blinded  by  i.ffection  to  tha'frue  interests  of 
fkrtr  children,  seuelj  these  were  among  the  number. 

D3 


50  DODD  ON  DEATH. 

became  equivocal,  though  it  is  agreed  by  all  she 
'was  never  re?Jly  criminal,  in  the  sense  that  word 
is  commonly  used  :  but  the  want  of  appearances 
is*  of  ten  as  fatal  to  reputation,  as  even  the  want 
of  virtue  itself*.  To  exhilarate  her  spirits,  she 
had  frequent  recourse  to  improper  means;  fo 
renovate  her  beauty,  she  had  constant  recourse 
to  destructive  arts. 

Her  parents,  who  seldom  saw  her — saw  her 
only  for  a  few  passing  moments,  which  she  could 
sometimes,  though  very  rarely,  steal  from  her  en. 
gagements,  to  dedicate  to  the  children  of  her 
bowels,  and  to  the  parenfs7  whose  only  joy,  she 
knew,  was  in  her  company. — Her  parents,  hear- 
ing of  her  declining  state,  entreated  earnestly, 
and  with  tears  entreated  her,  to  come  to  them, 
.and  to  use  all  proper  means  for  the  recovery  of 
her  health.  She  sent  them  no  reply  ;  but  using 
what  appeared  to  her  the  necessary  methods,  yet 
prosecuting  at  the  san;e  time  her  usual  course  of 
pleasure,  she  appeared  a  dead  body  almost,  in  the 
bright  scenes  of  revelry  and  joy — and  at  length 
was  seized  with  an  acute  disorder,  which  in  two 
days  carried  her  off;  in  a  strange  place,  at  a  dis- 
tance from  her  friends,  and  without  a  relation  to 
clo?e  her  eyes  I ! 

A  messenger  was  instantly  dispatched  to  her 
parents.  A  tender  parent  only  can  guess  their 

*  It  is  a  vrcll-known  proverb,  Give  a  dog  an  ill  name  and  hang  him  ; 
and  so  is,  If  you  are  not  a  thief,  do  not  iook  thief  like:  the  meaning 
of  which  is,  the  loss  of  reputat'OD,  however  it  may  be  founded  only 
on  suspicion,'^  truly  «s  hurtful  and  disadvantageous  as  though  th«ro 
was  real  sufficient  ground  for  it ;  and  if  w«  are  not  candidates  for 
vice,  and  votaries  of  dissipation,  we  should  not  associate  with  those 
who  are;  for  a  man  is  generally  known  by  his  company, 
t  Hapless  Alitellti/  may  surviving  fair  ones, 

By  tby  example,  learn  to  ihun  thy  fate; 

How  wretched  U  Ui«  woman  wis«  too  late!  G>  BAR>~WELL. 
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anguish.  The  afflicted  father  flew  down  to  the 
place  of  her  death  with  all  possible  speed;  and 
when  he  entered  the  house,  where  lay  the  dead 
body  of  his  child,  his  only  child,  the  child  of  his 
soul — "  Oh  give  me  my  daughter,"  he  cried  out, 
"  let  rne  but  see  her  dear  face,  though  she  is  dead : 
lead  me,  lead  me  to  my  child ;  shew  a  poor  old 
man  the  sad  remains  of  all  his  hopes  and  wishes." 
Dumb  grief  prevailed  :  the  mistress  of  the  house 
conducted  him  to  the  door  of  the  room,  whero 
lay  the  pale  and  lifeless  corpse. 

lie  threw  himself,  with  unutterable  distress, 
on  the  bed  beside  his  daughter,  and  bedewing  her 
clay. cold  face  with  tears,  lay  for  some  time  in  all 
the  agony  of  silent  sorrow  !  "Are  we  thus  to 
meet,"  at  length  he  burst  out,  "  thus? — Oh  my 
Kitty,  my  child,  my  daughter,  are  those  dear  lips 
ever  sealed  in  silence?  Ah,  all  pale  and  wan! 
and  will  those  eyes,  which  used  to  look  upon  me 
with  such  joy,  never,  never  open  more?  One 
word,  my  child,  oh  if  it  were  but  one  word  !  Ah 
cruel  and  unkind — that  I  might  not  be  allowed  to 
watch  thee.in  thy  sickness !  hadst  thou  permitted 
me  to  attend,  thy  dear  life  had  been  saved. 

"  Alas,  why  do  I  rave?  she  hears  me  not — • 
pale,  indeed,  but  lovely  as  ever:  Ah,  soft  and 
precious  hand,  marble  in  coldness. — I  will  never 
let  thee  go. — ( \\\  my  Kitty ^  my  child,  my  only  be- 
loved ! — £  am  undone,  for  thou  art.no  more;  oh 
that  [  had  died  with  thee*  ;  would  to  God  I  might 
die  this  moment !  My  Kitty,  my  child,  my  (laugh, 
ter,  my  all!" Here  again  he  burst  into  an 

•  Extravagant  or  exressive  grief,  is  finely  depicted  in  the  lamenta- 
tions of  Dav:d,  the  man  after  God's  own  heurl,  over  the  corpse  ot'hi* 
tyo  Absalom,  HS  tocorded  in  tl.v  18th  chap,  of  the  2d  book  ot  Samuel. 
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agony  of  tears,  and  betrayed  all  the  signs  of  the 
most  excruciating  grief. 

Bat  it  is  unnecessary  to  dwell  longer  on  this 
part  of  our  tale ;  it  will  be  more  proper  to  make 
some  remarks  upon  it :  these,  however,  together 
with  the  very  different  character  of  Pulcheria^ 
must  engage  the  next  chapter. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Take  compassion  on  tlie  rising  a?e  ; 

In  them  redeem  your  errors  manifold; 

And  by  due  discipline  and  nurture  sage, 

In  .Virtue's  love  betimes  your  docile  sons  engage. 

WEST'S  Poem  ou  Education. 


How  great  a  blessing  is  early  instruction  ! 
never  heard  the  sweetly  persuasive  lectures  of  wis. 
dom;  she  was  never  called  to  attend  to  the  win- 
ning voice  of  Religion  and  Truth  ;  and  therefore, 
left  to  the  blind  conduct  of  impetuous  passions, 
she  was  driven  along,  "  to  every  wave  a  scorn  ;" 
she  foundered  and  was  lost  !  —  We  do  not  pretend 
to  say,  that  early  instruction  and  virtue  are  so 
inseparably  connected  as  never  to  be  dividt  d  ;  we 
do  not  say,  that  all  who  enjoy  this  advantage  must 
go  right;  that  all  who  enjoy  it  not,  must  infalli. 
l)ly  go  wrong.  This  would  be  to  contradict  pal. 
pable  experience.  But  we  are  bold  to  advance, 
that  there  is  the  chance  of  ten  thousand  to  one, 
in  favour  of  the  former,  so  is  <!•  re  the  same 
chance,  it  is  fared,  against  the  latter*.  Hovr 
alarming  a  reflection  to  parents  ! 

Had  Misella,  from  her  early  infancy,  been 
trained  up  in  the  knowledge  of  herself,  her  God, 
and  her  duty  ;  had  she  been  carefully  led  to  a  true 

*  The  wisest  man  declares,  If  you  train  up  a  child  in  the  way  lie 
lihtuld  go,  when  h«  is  old  he  will  •  Jt  depart  from  it.     Proverbs  /*  »•  i> 
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estimate  of  her  corruptible  frame,  not  deceived 
into  a  wrong  opinion  cf  it,  from  poisonous  flat- 
tery and  delusive  adulation  ;  had  she  been  tacghtr 
that  every  good  gift  comes  from  God,  and  couse. 
quently  can  be  no  proper  subject  o;  human  va. 
riit^;  had  she  been  taught,  ihat  God  expects 
a  proper  return  and  reasonable  service  for  the 
bounty  he  shows;  that  our  present  state  is  a  state 
of  trial;  that  we  are  pilgrims  and  probationers 
of  a  day,  arid  must  necessarily,  in  a  short  time, 
remove  our  tent  from  this  world,  and  live — live 
everlastingly  in  another,  happy  or  wretched,  as 
\ve  hav  epei  formed  our  duty  in  this  *.— Had  these 
lessons  of  useful  import  been  early  and  stedfastly 
imprinted  on  her  mind,  most  probably  the  miser- 
able parent  had  not  wept,  in  such  anguish,  over  his 
more  miserable  daughter  ;  most  probably  her  hands 
might  have  closed  with  filial  piety  and  tenderness 
his  aged  eyes. 

But — ah  me ! — how  constantly  do  we  behold 
these  important  lessons  neglected  !  while  fond  and 
overweening  parents,  like  those  of  Misella,  cheat 
their  little  ones,  even  from  infancy,  into  false  opi- 
nions of  themselves  !  The  mistakes,  so  frequent 
and  so  fatal  in  the  education  of  children,  would 
almost  lead  one  to  approve  the  Lacedemonian 
policy,  which  allowed  not  to  parents  tin?  liberty 
of  educating  their  own  children,  but  committed 
this  most  necessary  business  to  the  care  of  the 
state.  And,  from  an  accurate  observation  of  the 
conduct  of  parents,  how  few  have  yet  fallen  with. 
in  the  observation  of  the  writer  of  these  lines,  who 
were  tolerably  capacitated  for  the  task!  who  had 
prudence  and  fortitude  enough  to  conquer  paren- 

•  Matthe-vr  xxv.  46. 
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tal  prejudices;  and  to  stand  Superior  to  the  soft 
foibles  of  melting  affection  ? 

With  respect  to  the  gentler  sex,  it  is  an  evil 
too  notorious  to  be  denied,  that  ere  the  pretty 
innocents  can  lisp  their  pleasing  tales,  they  are 
initiated  into  the  school  of  pride  and  show  ;  taught 
to  reverence  dress  even  to  superstition,  as  th« 
glare  of  alluring  finery  ! — The  mind,  thus  early  vi- 
tiated, strongly  retains  the  taste  *  ;  vanity  and  mo. 
dish  folly  engrossthe  wholeattention, and  ruin  half, 
or  render  trifling  and  insipid,  unwary  thousands 
in  the  female  world. — For  it  is  a  fact,  I  appre- 
hend, scarcely  to  be  controverted,  that  in  the 
lower  orders  of  life,  more  women  are  seducrd  into 
prostitution  through  their  love  of  dress^  than 
through  their  love  of  vice ;  and  in  the  higher^  we 
know  to  what  lengths  an  attachment  to  this  deep, 
rooted  foible  is  carried. 

With  such  principles,  strongly  impressed,  how 
can  we  expect  to  find  in  the  fair  ones,  the  endear, 
ing  and  sensible  companion, — replete,  as  Mil- 
tan  phrases  it, — with  all  good,  wherein  consists 

Woman's  domestic  honour,  and  chief  praise; 

How  can  we  expect  it — while,  as  he  goes  on, 
they  are 

Bred  only  and  completed  to  the  taste 
Of  lustful  appetite,  to  dance,  to  sing. 
To  dress,  and  troll  the  tongue,  and  roll  the  eyet. 

Let  it  not  be  said  that  the  writer  is  severe;  he 
would  only  wish  to  hold  out  a  friendly  warning 
against  an  evil  destructive  to  the  tender  and  af- 
fectionate parent ;  upon  whom  it  principally  lies 

*  Ilenre  let  parents  and  tutors  be  careful, 
In  Virtue's  paths  to  lead  the  infant  mind ; 
For  as  fclie  bough  i»  bent,  the  tree's  inclia'd. 
t  Faradist  L«»t,  tt.  6lf . 
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to  give  female  elegance  its  greatest  merit ;  while 
he  entreats  the  inconsiderate  and  the  fond,  atten- 
tively to  contemplate  the  half-distracted  father 
weeping  over  the  clay-cold  corpse  of  his  darling 
Mise.lla. 

And  wouldst  thou,  oh  reader,  wish  thy  beloved 
offspring  a  better  fate:  wouldst  thou  wish  never 
to  share  in  the  horrors  of  so  sad  a  distress  ?  then 
let  it  be  thy  chief  study,  early  and  diligently,  to 
inform  with  true  wisdom,  the  young,  the  waxen 
mind;  attentive  to  the  poet's  remark, 

Children  like  tender  osiers  take  the  bow, 
And  as  they  fust  are  fcshiou'd,  alw.-ysgrow. 

Sensible  of  this  capital  truth,  the  parents  of 
the  amiable  Pulcheria  omitted  no  opportunity  to 
cultivate  her  mind,  and  early  to  lead  her  into  the 
pure  and  peaceful  paths  of  sacred  wisdom.  She 
was  not  inferior  in  person  to  Misella ;  but  in 
conduct  how  superior !  in  death  how  different*  1 
As  1  have  not  had  the  happiness  to  converse  with 
many  from  whom  I  have  reaped  greater  improve. 
merit,  or  received  more  delight;  as  1  have  never 
attended  a  death.bed  with  more  profit  and  edifi- 
cation, than  that  of  the  ever-valued  Pulcheria; 
it  hath  frequently  made  me  curious  to  learn  from 
her  parents,  the  method  they  pursued  in  her  edu- 
cation ;  and  one  day,  sitting  with  her  excellent 
father,  I  took  the  liberty  to  hint  my  desire. 

"  i  know,  Sir,  (said  I,)  you  are  above  the 
vulgar  prejudices;  and  have  so  just  a  sense  of 
the  divine  wisdom  and  goodness,  in  removing 
your  daughter  from  the  state  of  probation  to  a 
realm  of  glory,  that  the  subject  is  rather  pleasing 

*  Live  to  thr  Lord,  that  thou  may'st  dit  so  to»; 
To  live  and  di«  i»  all  wtj  liavc  tu  do. 
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than  painful  to  you.  You  know  my  high  onj- 
nion  of  her  virtues;  tell  me  what  particular  steps 
you  took,  in  her  early  days,  to  lay  the  founda. 
tion  of  that  noble  structure  which  she  reared?1* 
"  You  judge  rightly,  Sir,"  said  the  good  old  man  ; 
"  it  is  pleasing  to  me  to  think  as  well  as  to  talk 
of  my  valuable  daughter,  whom  1  reflect  upon 
with  the  most  heartfelt  complacence,  as  having 
soon  ran  her  complete  circle  of  virtues  here*; 
as  having  speedily  finished  her  course,  and  enter. 
GJ!  so  early  on  her  everlasting  reward. 

"  Praised  be  God,  for  giving  me  such  a  child  ; 
praised  be  God  for  placing  before  me  such  an 

example. — Forgive  the  involuntary  tear- 1 

cannot  on  this  occasion  withhold  it ;  the  remem- 
brance of  my  dear  angel  so  affects  and  ravishes 
me:  oh  when  will  the  hour  come  that  I  shall 
once  more  see  her — once  more  meet  her  for  ever, 
to  enjoy  her  lovely  converse — meet  her — D^ar 
Sir,  excuse  me,  the  pleasing  hope  overpowers  me; 
excuse  the  parent;  excuse  the  man." — We  sat 
silent  a  few  minutes  ;  some  natural  tears  were 
mutually  dropt — but  wiped  them  soon  ;  when  my 
worthy  friend  proceeded:  c<  I  will  satisfy  your 
desire ;  I  did  indeed  lay  down  some  few  rules  re. 
specting  the  education  of  my  child,  and  they  were 
invariably  regarded  :  I  will  tell  you  the  most  ma- 
terial of  them.  Attribute  it  to  the  weakness  of 
an  old  man's  memory,  if  I  am  not  altogether  so 
perfect  in  them  as  1  wish. 

*  The  speaker  perhaps  had  the  following  celebrated  lines  of  Waller 
is  his  view  : 

Cirrlei  are  prais'd,  not  that  abound 
In  largeness,  but  th*  exactly  round  : 
So  life  we  praise  Umt  Uotn  e/.<ci, 
Rot  in  much  time,  tafc  a 
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tc  In  cart)  reproof,  correction,  and  encourage, 
•nmf,  my  wife  and  myself  (as  all  parents  should) 
resolved  to  act,  and  ever  acted,  in  perfect  con. 
cert*. — We  early  taught  our  child  implicit  sub. 
mission  to  ourselves,  assured,  that  otherwise  we 

should  be  able  to  teach  her  nothing. It  was 

our  care  to  remove  all  bad  examples,  as  far  as 
possible,  from  her  sight:  and,  in  consequence,  to 
be  cautious  in  our  choice  of  domestics  +.  We 
endeavoured  always,  to  understand  ourselves, 
what  we  wished  our  child  to  understand  ;  to  be 
oursfclves,  what  we  would  have  her  to  be;  to  do 
ourselves,  what  we  would  have  her  practice;  as 
knowing  that  parents  are  the  original  models  upon 
which  children  form  their  tempers  and  behaviour}:. 

u  We  laboured  gradually  and  pleasingly,  to  in. 
fus*  into  her  mind  the  clearest  and  most  affecting 
notions  of  God  ;  his  universal  presence;  almighty 
power;  his  goodness,  truth,  and  over-ruling  pro. 
vidence ;  his  regard  to  pious  men,  and  attention 
-  to  their  prayers.  These  things  we  imprinted 
upon  her  tender  spirit,  and  fixed  them  by  those 
striking  example?^,  wherewith  the  sacred  writ. 
isigs  abound. — We  took  care,  that  she  should 
frequently  hear  conversations  upon  serious  and 
fpiritffft]  subjects,  to  which  she  used  to  atfend  as 

"  Mi  it  her?  are  often  said  to  spoil  children  liy  indulgence;  but 
b-'t.h  pawn's  should  mututllj  unite,  and  determine  not  to  spare  the 
rod,  «iud  tji.iii  inc  ilaiu. 

t  Children  may  generally  be  said  to  follow  trample,  rather  than 
precept. 

J  As  Uie  fear  of  the  lord  is  the  beginning  of  wisdom,  parents, 
therefore,  should  be  careful  to  inculcate  that  fear  in  their  children 

fretftiMf. 

j  Such,  partirularlj,  a*  those  of  Noah,  Abraham  Joseph,  S(C. ;  the 
1/iss.ige  or  tiie  l»r«r'.'f<i-  through  ttm  Kid  a'tv/ ;  the  um«tcles  in  tlit 
wilderness;  the  drlivi  ia;.-e  of  Dnnicl,  »nd  of  the  three 
iiem  cfte  Inmavc,  ,,;»  miracles  01  c /./•«>,  tbv  ^posCU*, 

K 
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matters  of  curiosity  ;  and  from  which  she  caught 
much  of  a  religious  and  proper  spirit.  Few  people 
are  sensible  of  the  advantage  derived  to  children 
from  suitable  and  serious  conversation*. 

"  It  was  our  most  earnest  study,  early  to  show 
her  the  vanity  of  the  world,  the  frailty  of  the 
body,  the  corruption  of  our  fallen  nature,  the 
dignity  and  infinite  worth  of  the  immortal  soul  t, 
and  make  her  acquainted,  as  she  was  capable, 
with  what  God  hath  done  for  that  soul;  and  to 
set  before  her  all  the  riches  and  mercy  of  re. 
demption. — We  constantly  inculcated  upon  her 
this  important  truth,  That  she  was  not  created 
merely  to  live  here  below,  but  in  the  glorious  and 
eternal  world  above;  and  that  she  was  placed 
here  only  to  have  her  virtue  tried  and  exercised  f , 
that  she  might  be  made  fit  to  live  for  ever  in  hta. 

Ten. '  And  therefore,  my  dear,  you  see  (I 

used  to  observe)  that  there  can  be  no  room  for 
pride  in  your  person,  or  vanity  in  any  external 
endowments,  for  your  body  is  the  workmanship 
of  the  great  God  ;  you  cannot  make  one  hair  of 
your  head  white  or  black ;  and  your  body  is  but 
the  prison,  If  I  may  so  say,  of  your  nobler  part, 
which  is  immortal,  and  must  share  in  the  reward* 
or  punishments  of  futurity,  while  your  body  will 
moulder  ia  corruption,  and  become  so  odious, 
that  your  nearest  and  dearest  friends  cannot  ap- 
proach it§. 

*  Alas !  how  trifling  and  improper  is  the  conversation  of  too  man/ 
parents  before  their  children,  *nd  how  little  calculated  to  inform 
their  judgments,  or  regulate  then  conduct. 

t  Matthew  xvi.  26. 

}  The  present  life  is  justly  styled  a  state  of  trial  and  probation;  for 
the  scriptures  of  divine  truth  frequently  represent  it  as  a  warfare, 
and  the  troubles  and  afflictions  we  meet  with,  as  so  many  trials  of 
•urfd!th, patience, and  resignation.  2  Timothy  n.  3.  4.  1  Peter  i  7. 

<i  If  M  beautiful,  proud,  ajid  gay  jouug  wom«a,  wouU  but  se riously 
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*  "  Remember,  you  have  received  all  you  are 
mid  all  you  have  from  God;  therefore,  never 
presume  to  assign  any  merit  to  yourself ;  nor  esti- 
mate any  thing  here  below  at  too  high  a  rate ; 
for  this  life  you  perceive,  is  only  a  state  of  trial, 
and  of  consequence,  unworthy  our  too  fond  at- 
tachment. Heaven  is  your  home;  God  is  your 
father;  and  eternity  is  your  life.'  But  pardon 
me,  dear  Sir,  I  digress  from  my  rules,  and  like 
an  old  man,  indeed,  fall  into  downright  prating. 

• Satisfied  that  all  religion  stands  or  falls  with 

the  breach  of  the  Sabbath,  we  habituated  our  dear 
child  from  her  infancy,  to  sanctify  that  sacred 
day;  to  esteem  highly  the  word  of  God  ;  to  re. 
Terence  his  ordinances,  and  to  respect  his  mini. 
sters.  And  we  were  especially  careful,  that  wiih 
all  religious  instruction,  (you  know  my  own  sen. 
timents)  she  should  imbibe  a  spirit  of  universal 
candour,  goodness,  and  charity;  as  far  from  the 
mildness  of  enthusiasm,  as  from  the  narrownesa 
of  superstition  and  bigotry.  , 

We  always  addressed  her  understanding,  and 
treated  her  as  a  rational*  creature:  we  encou- 
raged her  inquiries,  and  used  her  betimes  to  think 
and  to  reason.  We  represented  vice  in  its  true 
colours  t,  which  are  the  most  odious,  and  virtue 
in  her  proper  form  of  beauty  and  loveliness. — 
We  were  especially  diligent  to  give  her  a  deep 
sense  of  truth  and  integrity;  aad  an  abhorrence 

reflect  ou  what  a  loathsome  carcass  she  must  erelong  become, in  the 
yilrnt  grave,  amidst  worms,  rottenness,  and  corruption,  it  won  Id  tend 
to  mortify  he'  pride,  lessen  her  vanity,  and  teach  her  to  he  humble. 

*  We  suppose,  that  by  this  rem.-rk,  the  gentleman  means  to  ex- 
pre»s  his  disapprobation  of  the  .simple  methoJ  in  which  many  is>no- 
rant  nurses  (we  rould  not  say  parents)  treat  children,  as  if  they 
Imagined  them  mere  little  animals,  unconcerned  with  rationality. 

t  Weil  rait»ht  Pope  say. 

Vice,  to  be  hated,  need  but  to  be  seen. 

E2 
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of  all  manner  of  falsehood,  fraud,  craft,  subter- 
fuge, and  dissimulation,  as  base,  dishonourable., 
and  highly  displeasing  to  the  Almighty.  Assured 
that  we  could  not  cherish  veracity  too  much,  we 
never  were  severe  for  any  fault  she  ingenuously 
acknowledged;  but  always,  while  we  strove  to 
convince  her  of  the  wrong  she  had  done,  we  ho- 
noured and  commended  her  for  the  truth  she  had 
spoken  *. 

"  Convinced  of  the  countless  evils  which  at- 
tend the  female  sex  from  their  passicu  for  dress 
and  show,  we  endeavoured  all  in  our  power  to 
give  her  a  low,  that  is,  a  true  opinion  of  these 
things  ;  and  though  she  always  wore  such  apparel 
in  her  younger  days  as  became  her  rajik  and  sta- 
tion, yet  we  never  deceivt-d  her  into  a  wrong  opi- 
nion of  herself,  by  gaudy,  external  ornaments — 
ifwehad — how  could  we  have  excused  oarselvesf? 
— Whenever  we  observed  any  thing  tending  to  a 
bold,  pert,  or  forward  behaviour  (though  blessed 
be  God,  there  was,  even  from  her  infancy,  little 
appearance  of  this)  it  was  checked  immediately  ; 
for  we  knew  it  might  grow  up  into  a  flippant 
pertness,  or  a  dissolute  insolence. 

"  From  many  examples  before  us,  we  saw  the 
misfortune  of  suffering  children  to  be  men  and 
women  too  soon;  for  children  are  by  no  means  fit 
to  govern  themselves,  or  to  direct  others  ;  we  a- 
voided  this  dangerous  rock. — Soon  as  she  was 
able  to  apply  to  the  business  of  instruction, 
we  inured  her  to  diligence  and  close  appli- 

*  It  is  an  old  provrb.  and  a  just  one, 

Truth  may  be  b  am'd,  but  can't  besham'd* 

,-t  Parents  are  much  to  blame  to  encourage  or  countenance  tbeir 
cliildicn  in  following  the  fashions  of  t'  e  times  too  scrupulously;  it 
naturally  lends  to  promote  pride  and  vanity  in  the  young  and  tender 
breast,-- 
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cation,  yet  not  so  close  as  to  deprive  her  of  such 
amusements  and  exercises  as  were  proper  to  pre- 
serve cheerfulness,  vivacity,  and  health*.  And 
you,  who  knew  her  (good  Sir)  and  her  many  ac. 
complishments,  will  do  me  the  justice  to  believe, 
that  we  permitted  her  not  to  want  any  advan. 
tages  of  increasing  in  wisdom  and  knowledge, 
and  that  she  did  not  abuse  those  advantages. 

"  I  had  forgot  to  observe,  that  we  taught  her 
most  assiduously  the  duty  of  humanity  ;  for  we 
taught  her  to  reverence  the  feelings  of  nature 
even  in  the  lowest  orders  of  creatures ;  we  suffer- 
ed her  not  to  treat  any  with  contempt,  but  to 
show  all  possible  acts  of  tenderness  and  charity, 
cherishing  with  all  our  might  a  spirit  of  modesty 
and  gentleness,  of  benevolence  and  compassion, 
even  to  insects  and  animals,  always  discounte- 
nancing that  wanton  cruelty  which  some  children 
frhow,  as  an  early  proof  of  a  barbarous,  wicked, 
and  inhuman  disposition  +. 

"  And  the  fruits  were  equal  to  our  labours — 
the  lovely  plant  well  repaid  all  our  care  and 
tendance." 

To  shovr  that  this  was  not  merely  the  remark 
of  parental  partiality,  let  us  proceed  to  take  a 
ii<  w.  in  our  next  chapter,  of  the  amiable  Pnl. 
cheria  in  her  life  and  death. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

Favour  is  deceitful,  and  beauty  is  vain;  but  a  woman  that  frareth 
the  Lord,  she  shall  be  praised.  Prov.  jrjrjri.  30. 

OUR  obligations  are  truly  great  to  those  parents 
who  carefully  train  up  their  children  in  the  paths 

*  This  is  a  good  lule  for  parents  to  act  by  in  general,  t 
Children,  respecting  their  employments  andi  diversions* 
'  *  See  AdTit*  to  a  Daughter. 
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of  Wisdom,  Piety,  and  Virtue,  that  they  may  TJQ 
enabled  to  discharge  every  social  duty  with  pro. 
priety  *.  And  as  so  much  of  the  comforts  and. 
peace  of  human  life  depend  upon  the  fair  sex,  we 
are  doubly  indebted  to  those  who  early  inform 
their  tender  minds,  and  deliver  info  the  hands  of 
the  husband,  not  only  the  lovely  mistress,  but 
the  endearing  companion,  and  heart-approved 
friend.  This  was  the  constant  and  successful 
endeavour  of  the  parents  of  Pulcheria;  some  of 
whose  rw/es,  in  the  education  of  their  child,  were 
delivered  in  the  foregoing  chapter. 

An  education  so  wise  and  rational,  could  scarce 
be  supposed  to  have  failed  of  the  desired  effect. 
The  modesty,  understanding,  and  elegance  of  Pul- 
cheria, were  generally  observed,  and  the  charms 
of  her  person,  though  of  the  first  rate,  were  al. 
wayseclipsed  by  the  superior  beauties  of  her  mind. 
She  was  sensible,  but  not  assuming  ;  humble,  but 
not  mean;  familiar,  but  not  loquacious;  religions, 
but  not  gloomy  t.  The  tenderness  and  delicacy 
of  her  sentiments  peculiarly  recommended  her;  and 
tbat  sweet  temper,  which  ne  versa  tie  red  her  to  in. 
dulge  the  malevolence  of  censure,  rendered  her 
the  object  of  universal  esteem.  1  speak  not  of 
her  accidental  acquirements,  her  skill  in  music, 
her  taste  for  painting,  &c.  nor  of  her  domestic 
knowledge;  suffice  it  to  say,  she  was  well  ac- 
complished in  these,  and  in  every  improvement 

*  Children  can  never  be  sufficiently  sensible  of  the  obligation*  they 
lie  uiuie.r  to  tluir  patents  for  their  c«tre,  protection,  and  education, 
till  they  become  parents  thcmse/rcs. 

t  This  reminds  me  of  the  character  of  Ma  rcia,  in  the  tragedy  of  Cato: 
True,  she  is  fair.  O  how  d.vine  y  fair  I 
But  then  the  lovo'y  mnid  improves  her  churnis 
With  inwar-1  ereatuess,  unaffected  wisdom, 
ADIJ  sanctity  of  manners.. 
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which  her  parents  could  supply,  or  she  herself 
co".ld  make. 

The  happy  Benvolio,  \fith  the  perfect  appro, 
bation  of  her  parents,  received  this  rich  treasure 
to  his  embraces,  and  called  the  lovely  Pulcheria 
his,  in  her  twenty-first  year.  He  was  the  object 
of  her  choice,  and  his  acknowledged  worth  well 
justified  herheart's  attachment  tohim.  The  fruits 
of  her  parents'  care  were  now  abundantly  mani- 
fested; Btnvolio  thought — and  justly  thought — 
his  lot  peculiarly  blessed,  in  a  wife  of  so  refined 
and  happy  a  disposition.  The  felicity  was  con. 
summatr,  as  the  strongest  and  most  undissembled 
affection  can  produce.  Their  pleasures  were  mu- 
tual ;  and  of  s^/Mrate  satisfactions, — happy  pair  1 
— they  had  not  the  least  idea*. 

Her  servants  could  never  be  lavish  enough  in 
her  praises;  for  she  treated  them  always  with  the 
most  amiable  humanity  :  "  She  considered  them 
(she  used  to  say)  as  fellow. creatures,  placed  in. 
deed  in  an  inferior  station;  but  not  on  that  ac. 
count  the  less  acceptable  in  the  sight  of  God. 
Nay,  if  we  remembered  (she  would  observe)  who 
it  was  that  for  our  sakes  took  upon  him  the/o;  m 
of  a  fervant,  we  should  certainly  treat  our 
domestics  with  becoming  gentleness.  Besides, 
(she  would  go  on)  it  appears  to  me  an  office  of 
common  humanity,  to  render  a  state  of  servitude 
and  dependence  as  light  and  pleasing  as  possible  ; 
for  while  we,  by  the  bounty  of  Heaven,  enjoy 

t  Happy  they!  the  happiest  of  their  kind. 
"Whom  gender  slais  unite,  aitd  in  one  fate 
Uhetr  hearts,  their  fbi  tunes,  and  thfir  txnngs  blend. 
"Pis  not  the  coarser  tie  of  human  laws, 
Fhnfttnr.*!  oft  and  foreign  to  the  mind. 
That  bind*  their  pe<-ce!  but  harmony  JtsHf 
Auumnjj  all  t,seir  passious  into  love.    THOMSON'S  SEASONS. 
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such  superior  blessings,  shall  we  not,  in  gratitude, 
do  all  in  our  power  to  bless  others  who  are  lest* 
favoured  by  providence*?  I  esteem  my  servants 
as  a  kind  of  meaner,  humbler  friends  ;  and  (hough 
I  would  on  no  account  make  myself  too  familiar 
with  thorn,  or  listen  either  to  their  flattery  or 
their  tales,  yet  I  never  would  be  deficient  in  al- 
leviating their  inconveniences,  and  promoting 
their  real  happiness  +." 

Acting  upon  these  principles,  she  was  the  dar- 
ling of  her  domestics;  they  beheld  her  with  a 
degree  of  veneration.  She  was  so  happy,  as  so!. 
dom  to  find  cause  to  change;  and  she  never  en- 
tertained her  friends  with  tedious  tales  of  the  ill 
behaviour  and  errors  of  her  servants  J.  I  should 
observe,  that  she  wag  careful  to  see  them  well  in- 
structed in  their  duty;  and  for  that  purpose  she 
not  only  supplied  them  uith  proper  books,  but 
saw  that  they  read  them,  while  her  beloved  part. 
uer  omitted  no  opportunity  to  assist  in  this  ne. 
cossary  service. 

Conscious  of  the  high  obligation  upon  all  to 
observe  the  Sabbath,  she  strictly  devoted  that  day 
to  religion.  Slse  took  care  that  such  of  her  family 
as  could  possibly  lie  spared,  should  always  attend 
•with  her  at  the  morning  and  evening  service  of  the 
parish  church.  This  she  esteemed  an  indispen. 
sible  duty  § ;  and  never  allowed  herself  to  ramble 

*  However  different  our  stations  in  life  may  be,  we  are  all  of  th« 
swine  Mood,  anil  then-fore  have  no  reasou  to  be  proud  of  ourselves, 
or  to  lor  i  it  over  those  wlio  are  below  us;  but  to  be  humble,  thank- 
ful, -nil  benevolent. 

t  Good  masters  often  make  good  servants.  WouU  to  God  fvery 
master  and  mistress  properly  consider;  d  this,  and  adopted  the  senti- 
ments and  tonduct  of  Be uvolio  and  Pulcheria  for  their  own. 

J  A  practice  too  common  with  many  in  tiie  present  day,  buthighiy 
censurable  and  imprudent. 

$  Hew  great  the  pity  !  that  so  rnauy  persons  in  the  supeiio 
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from  church  to  church,  as  was  the  case  with  some 
ladies  of  her  acquaintance  in  the  neighbourhood, 
•whose  practice  she  constantly  disapproved.  u  £ 
owe  this  duty  (she  used  to  say)  to  my  family,  to 
my  neighbours,  to  my  minister ;  and  I  cannot  tell 
what  evil  my  arise  from  a  different  example." 

The  evening  of  the  Sabbath  was  always  spent 
in  religious  exercises ;  and  she  never  would  think 
of  seeing  company  on  that  day.  Routs  on  Su?i- 
days,  were  monsters  in  her  apprehension.  "I 
can  excuse  (she  would  often  observe)  those  in  the 
lower  stations  of  life,  who  have  no  other  day  of 
leisure  but  the  Sabbath,  and  who,  perhaps,  are 
pent  up  in  narrow  shops  all  the  rest  of  the  week, 
•f  they  dedicate  some  part  of  the  day  to  recrea- 
tion *  ;  but  for  us,  who  hare  the  enjoyment  of  all 
the  week,  surely  it  is  inexcusable  to  devote  this 
sacred  day  to  our  pleasures.  Shall  not  the  great 
Giver  of  all  receive  a  tribute  of  some  small  por- 
tion of  our  time?" 

But  were  I  to  dwell  upon  all  the  excellencies 
of  her  life  and  conduct,  the  limits  prescribed  me 
in  this  paper  would  soon  be  exceeded.  I  shall 
omit,  therefore,  any  account  of  the  benevolent 
charity  which  she  exercised  so  largely  (insomuch 
that  never  a  child  of  distress  went  with  a  heavy 
heart  and  unrelieved  from  her  presence) — while 
1  hasten  to  give  some  account  of  her  death.  Her 
constitution  was  delicate;  alter  the  birth  of  the 
second  beloved  infant  which  she  brought  her 

of  lifc,  content  themselves  with  only  coins  to  church  on  Sundays, 
witho>it  suitably  attending  to,  and  constantly  practising,  what  they 
he-ir  preached.  Hearing  the  gospel  should  always  be  accompanied 
•with  «  life  regulated  by  its  prospects. 

*  Ihis  sentiment  is  not  agreeable  to  the  fourth  command,  Remem- 
brr  tlif  Sabbath  day  to  keep  it  holy  ;  *nd  therefore  snould  not  be 
&dopied  by  *  follower  of  Cbmt,  be  his  station  in  the  woild  what  it  may. 
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Benvotio  (her  first  died  early,  and  gare  an  op- 
portunity for  the  display  of  the  most  exemplary 
resignation)  she  caught  a  cold  which  was  accom- 
panied with  unhappy  circumstances;  and  though 
she  recorered  in  some  measure,  yet  the  conse- 
quence was  an  hasty  decay. 

It  is  not  easy  to  conceive  the  anguish  of  her 
parents  and  her  husband,  upon  so  melancholy  an 
occasion;  upon  the  discovery  that  all  the  efforts 
of  art,  and  all  the  powers  of  medicine,  were  i;i 
Tain;  while  her  patience  and  resignation  obliged 
them  to  refrain  from  every  word  of  repining*, 
though  it  tended  to  increase  their  sorrow,  by  en. 
Jiancing  their  esteem  for  her.  Happy  as  I  was 
in  her  friendship,  it  was  my  custom  often  to  visit 
her  during  her  long  and  try  ing  illness  ;  but  I  shall 
not  easily  forge:  an  interview  at  'he  close  of  it, 
which  I  must  confess  wholly  unmanned  uie,  while 
it  taught  me  the  deepest  humility. 

I  found  her  seated  in  the  chai  •  of  sickness,  in 
her  bed-chamber,  with  her  little  infant  lying  in 
her  lap,  over  which  she  hung  with  such  a  look  of 
maternal  fondness  and  aoxiety,  as  I  yet  oeversaw, 
and  which  no  painting  could  express!  Soon  as  I 
advanced,  she  lifted  up  her  eyes,  in  which  stood 
the  big  and  affectionate  drops,  while  death  seem- 
ed to  sit  upon  her  countenance,  wan,  yet  not  de- 
»void  of  that  placid  sweetness  which  ever  dwelt 
upon  it. 

"  I  was  indulging,  Sir,"  said  she, c<  and  I  hope 
not  improperly,  some  natural  affection,  and  tak- 
ing, perhaps, — my  last  leave  of  juy  poor  little 

*  We  cannot  but  'fee!  for,  and  sympathize  with  those  whom  we 
love,  wi'en  they  are  in  pwin  and  sorrow  ;  but  it  is  inconsistent  for  us 
as  Christian*,  to  murmur  or  repine,  be  ug  issuied  what  Geu  iio«i, 
tuber  respecting  us  or  ours,  is  right  and  dent. 
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babe,  vrho  holds  my  heart  too  fasf— (false  nnd 
weak  heart  as  it  is)  rather  too  fast  bound  to  this 
transitory  scene!  Pretty  innocent!  see  how  it 
smiles  on  its  weeping  mother;  unconscious  yet  of 
the  bitterness  of  grief,  and  the  sadness  of  tears. 
Sweet  babe!  I  must  leave  thee ;  indeed  I  roust 
leave  thee;  the  Father  of  Heaven  thinks  fit,  and 
his  will  br  done.  But  oh,  the  parent,  dear  Sir, 
the  parent  will  feel :  surely  this  will  not  be  deem. 
ed  a  deficiency  in  humble  resignation*."  I  ob- 
served that  Christianity  by  no  means  opposes  hu- 
manity; and  that  grace  doth  not  destroy;  it  only 
regulates  and  refines  our  affections* 

"My  soul,"  she  went  on,  "thankfully  ac- 
quiesces in  all  the  divine  proposals ;  and  I  am  sa- 
tisfied, that  whatever  a  God  of  love  and  wisdom 
ordains,  must  be  best  for  his  creatures.  But  wneu 
I  look  upon  this  dear  innocent;  when  I  consider 
the  vaiious  evils  of  the  world,  and  the  prevalence 
of  our  corrupt  passions ;  when  I  consider  the  pe- 
culiar inconvenience  of  our  sex,  if  deprived  of 
maternal  care  and  instruction,  my  heart  throbs 
with  sensible  anxiety — and  I  wish — O  Father  of 
love,  pity  and  pardon  me!  Must  I,  oh,  must  I 
leave  this  sweet  harmless  creature  to  all  the  trials 
and  difficulties  of  lift1  ?  Oh  my  pretty  babe,  I  must 
leave  thce;  but  1  shall  intrust  thee  (and  in  that 
let  me  take  comfort)  intrust  thee  to  a  tender  fa. 
ther,  and  to  the  protection  of  dSaviourandu  God, 
who  care: h  for  bis  little  ones.  Blessi-d  Saviour.— 
She  was  here  overpower*  (I  by  the  strength  of  her 
affection;  and  falling  into  a  fainting  fit,  from 
which  we  almost  apprehended  she  would  never  re. 

*  Chrslians  are  not  Stoics ;  tlie>  cnnnotbut/^Urougl)  th«y  «Jtoul4 
•Qt  f*H  under  tueir  trouble*  *ud  atttu.uou». 
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corer,  her  husband  and  her  parents  were  instant* 
ly  called  up ;  every  effort  was  used  to  restore  her, 
though  grief  suffered  no  one  present  to  utter  a 
syllable.  The  scene  was  the  most  profoundly 
awful  I  ever  beheld. 

At  length  she  came  to  herself,  and  the  first  ob. 
ject  she  saw  was,  her  trembling  mother  bathed  iu 
tears,  and  holding  her  clay. cold  hand;  on  the 
other  side  stood  her  father  :  at  her  feet  knelt  her 
anxious  and  distressed  husband — around  her  se- 
veral of  us  were  placed,  whese  tears  sufficiently 
witnessed  our  concern :  she  raised  her  languid 
eye,  gazed  earnestly  at  us — then  fixed  them  upon 
her  mother  :  u  Best  and  most  beloved  of  parents, 
(said  she)  farewell,  farewell;  God  of  his  good 
mercy  reward  your  tender  care  of  me,  and  giva 
us  a  meeting  in  the  future  world. — Oh  my  father, 
and  are  you  too  there?  do  not  let  me  see  your 
tears;  support  my  poor  mother,  and  remember 
you  have  a  daughter  gone  before  you  to  that  place, 
where  all  sorrow  ceases — But  my  husband1'-— She 
said  no  more;  then  threw  her  arms  round  his 
neck,  and  both  mingled  their  tears  together  for 
some  time.  She  sighed  forth,  u  Best  and  most 
dearest  of  inon,  let  me  thank  you,  sincerely  thank 
you,  for  all  the  marks  of  your  tender  esteem.  Be 
kind  to  uty  pretty  babe;  Oh!  why  would  I  say 
be  kind  !  I  know  your  goodness;  but  my  sweet 
innocent,  let  her — "  She  stopped  short — But 
soon  went  on,  "  I  little  expected  all  tkis  pain  at 
parting-  this  is  dying:  this  is  truly  the  bitterness 
of  death*. 

*  This  pathetic  picture,  drawn  fas  we  may  naturally  suppose)  from 
life,  somewhat  resembles  the  affecuug  description  of  an  eminent 
Christian  in  his  dying  moments,  it  Mr.  tfertey's  Meditations  among 
the  Teuibs,  p*g«  25. 
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cc  My  dear  friends,"  she  continued,  addressing 
herself  to  all  of  us  around  her,  u  accept  my  best 
acknowledgments  for  all  your  kind  offices  to  me ; 
if  you  ever  remember  rae  when  I  am  gone,  re- 
member  that  my  soul  perfectly  rejoiced  in  God's 
dealing  with  me,  and  that  however  the  weaker 
passions  of  nature  may  prevail,  yet  I  am  wholly 
resigned  to  his  will,  thankful  to  him  for  all ;  nav, 
desirous  to  quit  this  world,  that  I  may  see  my 
dear  Saviour,  the  Lord  of  life  and  love,  who  gave 
his  life  for  me,  and  in  whose  merits  alone  I  joy. 
fully  trust  for  salvation. 

"  I  am  on  the  brink  of  eternity,  and  now  see 
clearly  the  importance  of  it — Remember,  oh  re- 
member,  that  every  thing  in  time  is  insignificant 

to  the  awful  concerns  of "  Eternity*,  she 

would  have  said,  but  her  breath  failed  ;  she  faint, 
ed  a  second  time;  and  when  all  our  labours  to 
recover  her  seemed  just  effectual,  aud  she  appear- 
ed returning  to  life,  a  deep  sob  alarmed  us — and 
the  lovely  body  was  left  untenanted  by  its  im. 
mortal  inhabitant. 

Now  she  is  numbered  among  the  children  of 
God  ;  and  her  lot  is  among  the  saints. 

VWH  may  it  be  said,  Blessed  are  the  dead  who 
die  in  the  Lord,  for  they  rest  from,  their  labours, 
and  their  works  do  follow  them. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

Slienld  such  a  wretch  to  num'rous  years  arme, 
It  can  be  little  worih  his  while  to  live: 
fio  honours,  no  regards  his  age  attend ; 

Well  does  the  poet  say, 

All,  all  on  earth  is  shadow,  all  beyond 

Is  substance 

How  solid  all  where  change  Shall  be  n*  m«rt  1        Dr.  YOUNG. 
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Companions  fly;  he  ne'er  rould  IJHVC  a  friend  : 
His  flatt^rpri  leave  him.  and  with  wild  affright, 
He  looks  within,  and  shudders  at  the  sight: 
"When  tine  it'ning  deat  i  uplifts  his  pointed  dart. 
With  what  impatience  lie  applies  to  art, 
Life  to  prolong  Amidst  'liae-ise  and  pains! 
—Why  this,  if  after  it  no  sense  lemains? 
Why  shc'jld  he  choose  the-e  miseries  to  endure, 
If  de.^th  could  jrant  au  evei lasting  cure! 
Tisplaiu  there's  something  whispers  in  his  ear, 
(Though  fun  iie'd  hide  it)  he  h-s  much  to  fear. 

JENNYNS*  Trans,  of  BROWN'S  Poem  on  Immortality,  4c. 

AMONGST  the  various  arguments  of  consolation 
ou  the  loss  of  our  friends,  that  which  is  drawn 
from  the  pleasing  hope  of  a  future  meeting,  and 
perfect  felicity,  doubtless  is  the  most  persuasive. 
Grief  subsides,  and  sorrow  softens  into  a  tender- 
ly pleasing  remembrance,  when  the  soul  iu  com- 
forted with  the  happy  expectation  of  one  day  see- 
ing again — seeing,  never  more  to  separate,  those 
whom  death  had  torn  from  our  affectionate  em- 
braces, and  removed  a  little  before  us  to  our  Fa- 
ther's house. 

The  transporting  thought  suffers  us  no  longer 
to  lament  our  loss;  the  flame  of  our  friendship 
is  still  kept  alive,  and  the  anxious  fear  of  disap- 
pointment on  our  part  becomes  an  active  prin- 
ciple of  obedience  and  duty. — See  in  this  view 
what  we  owe  to  our  friends,  and  how  careful  we 
should  bo  religiously  to  pass  the  short  time  of  our 
pilgrimage  here,  that  when  we  depart,  they  may 
have  scriptural  grounds  to  believe  that  our  souls 
are  with  God.  and  that  at  his  right  hand  they 
shall  meet  us  in  the  fulness  of  bliss. 

What  comfort  was  this  to  the  parents  and 
friends  of  the  amiable  Pukheria;  who,  sensible 
of  her  constant  attention  to  spiritual  concerns, 
were  well  convinced  that  her  change  was  from 
mortality  to  glory,  and  therefore  resigned  her  with 
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cheerful  thanksgivings  to  God;  weeping  over  her, 
it  is  true,  bift  weeping  only  the  tears  of  genile  af- 
fection, and  living  always  with  a  comfortable  re. 
spect  to  that  happy  hour,  when  again  they  should 
meet,  after  a  melancholy  absence,  to  part  no 
more  for  ever. 

And  shall  it  be  ?— Oh  thou  God  of  infinity 
grace !  ever  studious  of  thy  creatures'  felicity, 
various  in  thy  bounties,  and  infinite  in  loving, 
kindness: — it  must  be  so.  For  whatever  con- 
duces most  to  our  bliss,  we  have  abundant  evi- 
dence  to  conclude  will  be  always  thy  decree. — It 
must  be  so  !  oh  pleasing  balmy  hope  *.  And  once 
again,  ye  best-loved  parents,  ye  tender  solicitous 
guardians  of  my  youth,  once  again  shall  1  behold 
you — but  ah!  not  as  once,  nor  as  wasted  with 
sickness,  and  wearied  with  pain  !  I  shall  see  yea 
made  like  unto  God,  and  saved  from  sorrow,  from 
sin,  and  from  death.  Thou  too,  my  Lancaster , 
loved  friend  of  my  youth,  with  whom  so  often  I 
have  rovtd  along  the  banks  of  favoured  Cam, 
and  enjoyed  all  the  sweets  of  virtuous,  unpollut- 
ed friendship;  thou  too  shalt  rejoice  my  longing 
sight!  for  never  hast  thou  been  wiped  from  the 
tablets  of  my  memory  ;  still  have  I  borne  Ihee, 
as  a  seal  upon  my  heart,  my  first,  my  dearest, 
my  disinterested  friend ! 

Happy,  thrice  happy  thou  !  far  removed  from 
this  bad  world,  ignorant  of  its  ensnaring  arts,  and 
fatal  deceits.  Happy,  thrice  happy  thou  !  offered, 
in  virtuous  innocence,  and  unhackeneyed  in  the. 

•  It  muit  be  so— 

Or  whence  those  pleasing  hopes,  those  fond  desires, 

Tho.se  ;ou|iucs  after  immortality? 

Tis  hcnr(n  it^eif  that  po;nts  out  an  hereafter, 

And  intimates  eternity  to  man.  ADD1SO3TS  CATO. 

F2 
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ways  of  evil  men,  an  unpolluted  flower,  an  early 
and  sweet  sacrifice  to  Heaven*. — And  shall  we 
meet  ?  Alas,  too  well  I  know  where  rests  the  only 
doubt. — But  the  blest  hope  shall  animate  my  soul : 
still,  still  will  I  maintain  the  painful  conflict — 
Aid  me,  Oh  mighty  Redeemer,  in  the  fight :  and 
through  thy  merits  give  me  victory  f,  give  a  hap. 
py,  speedy  union  with  thyself,  and  with  my  de- 
ceased friends. 

But  have  we  not  living  friends  ?  And  shall  we 
in  our  regard  for  the  dead,  forget  our  duty  to  the 
living? — Forbid  it,  Heaven  !  Nor  let  it  be  fear, 
ed,  where  virtuous  friendship  reigns  in  the  gene- 
rous heart,  that  the  love  which  awakens  every 
tender  sentiment  for  the  departed,  will  make  us 
less  anxious  to  communicate  felicity  to  the  survi- 
viving ;  less  anxious  so  to  live,  that  we  may  leave 
behind  us  the  sweet  odour  of  our  memory,  and 
the  anxious  desire  to  enjoy  us  again.  Without 
this  reciprocation  of  mutual  endearments,  what 
is  life,  and  what  is  man?  Was  he  formed  for 
himself,  or  can  he  be  blest  in  unsocial  existence  ? 
Can  he  be  contented — (nay,  then,  let  him  relin- 
quish his  claim  to  immortality)— can  he  be  con- 
tented to  live  withoutfthelove,  to  die  without  the 
tribute  of  friendly  remembrance?  Can  he  be  con. 
tented  to  live  the  despiser  of  his  God,  and  to  die 
the  affliction  of  his  friends,  who  can  never  think 
without  horror  of  his  future  existence?  How 
then  can  they  dry  up  their  tears?  Oh,  wretched 
parents  of  the  more  wretched  Misella!  my  heart 

*  Early,  bright,  transient,  tliaste  as  morning  dew, 
She  sparkled,  was  exhal'd,  and  went  to  heaven. 

MGHT  THOUGHTS. 

t  St.  Paul  declares  we  are  more  than  conquerors  through  him  that 
hath  loved  us.  Rom.  viii.  37. 
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bleeds  for  you  :  1  wonder  not  that  ye  refuse  to 
be  comforted. 

Have  we  then  any  value  for  our  friends  ?  are 
they  really  dear  to  us?  do  we  wish  to  remove 
every  cause  of  anguish  from  iheir  souls,  and  to 
wipe  off  every  tear  of  distress  from  their  eyes? 
• — Let  this  be  a  motive  to  influence  our  conduct, 
and  to  tender  us  active  in  the  discharge  of  every 
duty  to  God  and  to  them,  that  so  when  we  arc 
summoned  to  that  future  and  important  world, 
they  may  close  our  eyes  with  peace,  and  say,  with 
heartfelt  satisfaction, — "  Farewell,  oh  farewell, 
thou  dearest, best  beloved  friend !  thy  life,thy  love, 
thy  faith,  leave  us  no  room  to  doubt  of  thy  feli. 
city.  Thou  art  happy.  We  mourn  only  for  our- 
selves. Yet  soon,  very  soon,  we  hope  to  meet 
thee  again — Then  farewell  only  for  a  little  while : 
•we  will  ever  bear  thee  in  most  faithful  remem- 
brance ;  and,  treading  in  the  paths  of  thy  virtues, 
will  hope  speedily  to  receive  thy  reward 

How  desirable  to  leave  this  world  ihus  lament. 
1  ed  aird  beloved?  How  much  better  than  to  drag 
cut  a  contemptible  existence  through  threescore 
and  ten  worthless  years,  and  at  length  to  drop 
into  the  grave,  and  thei*  to  rot,  without  one 
loniiing  wish  from  one  lamenting  friend*? 

The  contrast,  perhaps,  may  strike  us;  let  us 
view  it  in  Bubulo;  whose  funeral  obsequies  I  saw 
lately  performed,  with  all  the  pomp  and  vain  pa. 
rade  of  ostentatious  pride ;  yet,  though  carried 
to  the  silent  tomb  with  all  this  ^arce  of  show,  no 
eye  dropt  a  tear,  and  no  heart  heaved  a  sigh,  when 
Jtubufo  ceased  to  breathe. 

Full  threescore  years  and  ten  had  Bvbulo  en- 

•  '  *Tb«y  vrbolivc  unbeloTtd,  may ^...tur»lJj  expect  to  die  unl«ment«i. 
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cumbered  with  his  heavy  load  this  sublunary  world; 
and  it  would  be  difficult  to  point  out  any  works 
of  benevolence  or  religion,  any  works  of  real 
•worth  or  humanity,  which  distinguished  these 
seventy  years.  Fond  of  vile  pelf,  the  earth. worm 
continually  toiled  to  add  to  his  heap;  and  though 
rich,  and  daily  increasing  in  wealth,  could  never 
prevail  upor  himself  to  communicate  any  of  his 
riches  to  others,  or  to  serve  his  nearest  relation. 
Yet  smooth  were  his  words,  and  fair  were  his 
promises;  and  who  that  knew  him  not,  would 
have  thought  him  any  other  than  an  universal 
friend  to  mankind. 

The  hours  which  were  not  devoted  to  gain, 
were  consecrated  to  the  service  of  his  nice  and 
enormous  appetite,  to  devouring  of  flesh  and 
drinking  of  zcinc.  He  was,  in  this  respect,  a 
perfect  animal;  and  who  that  saw  him  at  a  city 
feast  ever  thought  him  of  a  superior  order  ?  His 
faculties  were  almost  entirely  absorbed  by  this 
life  of  indulgence  and  gluttony:  yet  stupid  as  he 
appeared  to  be,  he  could  pretend  to  scoff  at  Re- 
ligion, to  deny  even  the  being,  and  to  despise  the 
revelation  of  God. — What  a  dreadful  character! 
From  such  slaves  of  tlfe  devil,  and  heirs  of  hell, 
good  Lord  deliver  us ! 

He  found  a  female  willing  to  submit  to  the 
slavery  of  his  dominion :  she  brought  him  three 
children,  and  happily  was  soon  freed  from  her 
captivity.  The  eldest  son  continued  a  kind  of 
superior  servant  to  him,  till  his  death,  which  he 
had  long  impatiently  wished  for,  and  at  length 
heard  of  with  joy.  The  younger,  of  a  more 
iprightly  disposition,  unbiassed  by  principle, 
rushed  headlong  into  the  practice  of  all  fashionable 
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vices,  and  being  unassisted  by  his  father,  commit- 
ted some  actions  which  obliged  him  to  secure  him- 
self by  a  voluntary  banishment  to  the  West 
Indies.  His  daughter,  though  frequently  asked 
in  marriage,  could  never  prevail  upon  him  to  for- 
ward her  happy  settlement  in  life; — he  could  not 
spare  a  fortune  for  her  ;  she  continued  with  him, 
therefore,  in  a  state  of  discontent,  and  added  but 
little  to  his  felicity  by  her  filial  duty,  as  he  was 
so  averse  to  make  any  addition  to  her's  by  his 
parental  regard.  He  saw  his  widowed  sister,  with 
many  little  orphans,  surrounded  with  a  variety  of 
difficulties ;  and,  persuaded  at  length  to  under- 
take her  affairs,  embroiled  then?  more  and  more  ; 
and  in  conclusion  gave  them  up,  because  his  ozcn 
business  and  concerns  would  not  allow  him  suf- 
ficient time  to  attend  to  them. 

A  long  and  wasting  illness  warned  him  of  eter- 
nity. He  would  not  receive  the  warning.  He 
dreaded  death,  yet  would  not  prepare  to  die.  The 
jovial  associates  of  the  tavern  and  club  forsook 
and  forgot  him;  his  servants  attended  on,  but 
CHrscd  him  ;  his  children  thought  every  day  of 
his  existence  too  long ;  the  few  dependants,  which 
his  money  occasioned,  ceased  to  regard  him,  and 
paid  their  respects  chiefly,  to  his  son.  hubulo 
observed  it,  and  it  grieved  him  to  his  very  soul. 
He  sent  for  more  and  more  physicians;  they 
wrote,  shook  their  heads,  and  took  their  fees. 
All  hope  was  gone.  The  minister  of  the  parish 
was  sent  for:  he  found  the  almost  lifeless  wretch 
weeping,  and  lying  along  the  ground ;  for  he 
would  be  removed  from  his  bed,  but,  not  having 
strength  to  support  himself,  he  fell  down,  and  in 
a  few  moments  died.  Nobody  wept,  for  nobodjr 
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had  cause  to  wee  p  :  the  pride  of  (he  family  gave 
him  a  pompous  funeral And  now  he  is  for- 
gotten ! 

Think  not,  oh  reader,  the  character  of  Bubuto 
exaggerated.  He  lived  :  and  alas ',  too  much  it 
is  to  be  feared,  (here  are  many  such  Jlubnlos 
living,  whose  example  should  inspire  us  with  de- 
testation of  /{/<?,  which  must  certainly  end  in  a 
death  not  less  dreadful. 

N.  B.  A  friend  of  the  wnttr  of  these  Reflections  is  pleased  to  ob- 
B6i  \  •••  "  The  Reflections  on  Utath  please  me  much  Hut  don't  you 
curry  things  rather  too  far.  wbeu  .YOU  say  (iu  jour  seventh  cliwptt  r) 
•  it  is  an  indispertsible  Hufy  ro  go  to  our  pniish  church?'— Was  I  to 
Lve  in  London,  I  should  larely  or  never  go  to  my  parish  church,  if" 
3  had  a  stupid  hum  d;um  minister.  1  lone  to  live  in' London,  that  I 
Irtish  t  he«r  cttrer  men,  £fC---  I  disiipp'ove  as  much  as  you  can  do, 
Tuni.iiig  iiiter  Methodist  preacher"  auJ  enthusiast*;  but  should  I  not 
prefer  a  Sherlock  at  the  Temple,  if  I  lived  ia  fLeet  street,  to,''  <fcc. 

Jt  is  a  misfortune,  that  when  eentlemen  quote,  they  will  not  refer 
to  the  work,  and  observe  ttte  woids — It  is  uotsaici  positively,  in  the 

phce  referred  to.  that  "  it  is  f.n  indispensit-k  d^^ty" The  writer 

of  the  Reflections  doth  not  deliver  his  ovu  sentiments  in  that  place; 
lie  only  says  (see  p  65  )  thut  Oie  lady  who«e  character  is  Riven, 
PULCHERfA,  esteemed  it  Cfor  her  part)  an  indispensiblc  duty.  It 
ciiil  not  follow  from  the»cp,  tiiat  tiie  writer  of  those  Reflections 
thought  it  so;  t1  oi«^h  heirg  thus  called  upon  by  a  mini  of  se>,af  nnd 
learning  (as  Jus  friend  confessedly  is)  he  is  now  ready  to  de dare, 
tliat  lie  since;eiy  thinks  t!ie:e  fan  be  but  very  few  except  ons.  As  to 
that  of  SHERLOCK,  it  's  tco  peculihr  to  be  drawn  into  example  -~ 
IBut  whi-.t  would  this  geutlemHU  say.  of  those,  who,  loose  t<>  ^11  cou- 
Bex'ons  w;tli  tl.eir  parish  ni.nistf  r,  &c.  would  lt-/ve  H  SHERLOCK, 
nay,  and  esteem  him  a  lei'd  preacher,  without  imction,  %c  to  hear 
a  biilcher,  or  a  weaver,  ia.  nian  without  learning;  aay,  it  may  be",  a 
stranger  to  his  own  mother  tonsiif  ? 


CHAPTER  IX. 

—Cut  off  even  in  the  blossoms  of  my  sin  ; 

iJo  reckoning  made,  but  sent  to  my  account, 

With  a!!  my  imperfections  on  my  head  ! 

O  horriMe  -  O  horrible !  most  horrible !  SH AKESPEARF, 

IN  the  Liturgy  of  the  church  of  England,  \ve  pray 
to  God  to  deliver  us  from  sudden  death;  that  is, 
as  her  best  divines  have  always  explained  it,  and 
as  reason  clearly  understands  it,  from  a  death 
sudden  and  unloosed  for,  from  a  death  instanta* 
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neons  and  unexpected  *  ;  for  which  no  provision 
has  been  made;  which  h'nds  the  soul  utterly  un- 
prepared, and  sends  the  unhappy  creature  into 
eternity,  with  all  his  imperfections  on  his  head. 
A  deaih  like  this  is  doubtless  to  be  deprecated, 
more  than  the  wide- was  ting  pestilence,  or  the  de. 
vouring  sword  t. 

On  the  other  side,  to  the  good  man,  to  the  soul 
conscious  of  its  frail  dependence  here,  and  pro- 
perly careful  to  secure  its  eternal  interests  in  the 
world  beyond  the  grave,  a  sudden  death  is  so  far 
from  an  evil,  that  it  appears  rather  a  blessing, 
and  in  this  view  hath  been  earnestly  wished  for, 
*ven  by  men  of  exemplary  piety  J. 

Indeed,  strictly  speaking,  there  is  no  Mich 
thing  as  sudden  death  to  us,  who  as  soon  as  we 
are  born,  begin  to  draw  to  our  end  ;  who  breathe 
this  sublunary  air  as  temporary  strangers,  exist. 
ing  only  a  while  Upon  the  bounty  of  Providence ; 
and  assured  that  the  moment  will  come  shortly, 
may  come  instantly,  when  the  Lord  of  life  shall 
summon  us  into  his  tremendous  presence  §.  And 
as  such  is  the  condition  of  our  being,  we  cannot 
properly  call  that  stroke  sudden,  to  live  in  con- 
stant expectation  of  which  is  our  highest  wisdom 
and  duty.  Submission  to  the  will  of  him  who  is 
as  good  as  he  is  wise,  is  doubtless  the  best  service 

*  Beware.  LORENZO,  a  slow  sudden  death.  NIGHT  THOUGHTS, 
t  The  thought  of  death  alone,  the  fear  destroys ; 
A  disaffection  to  that  precious  thought, 
Is  more  thau  midnight  darkness  on  the  soul, 
Which  s'eeps  beneath  it  on  a  precipice, 

Puff'd  off  by  the  first  blast,  and  lo»t  for  ever.         Dr.  YOUNG, 
\  St   Paul  had  a  desire  to  depart,  Philippians  i.  23.     St  John  wishes 
for  the  coming  of  Jesus  Christ  quickly,  in  the  22d  of  his  Revelation, 
20th  verse. 

«  The  young,  the  old,  the  rich,  the  poor, 
Can  neither  life  an  hour  insure.  SOLITARY  WALKS. 
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which  such  imperfect  creatures  can  pay  in  cyrry 
particular;  and  therefore  we  act  most  wisely  when 
we  submit  the  determination  of  this  point  to  the 
Father  of  Mercies,  and  wait  with  resignation 
either  for  the  momentary  stroke,  or  the  long  and 
lingering  trial,  which  dismisseth  us  from  the  stage 
of  life. — This  care  only  should  be  ours,  well  to 
act  our  parts,  that  the  dismission  may  be  with  a 
plaudit,  w  ith  the  approbation  of  our  judge  *. 

"  Yet,  yet,  oh  Father  of  unutterable  love— 
thou  source  of  everlasting  goodness — yet  if  the 
meanest  of  thy  creatures  might  be  allowed  to 
make  his  request — if  thou  wouidst  deign  to  give 
him  liberty  of  choice — suffer  him  not,  oh  do  not 
suffer  him  long  to  languish  on  the  bed  of  feeble 
disease,  or  excruciating  pain,  nor  yet  snatch  him 
hence,  by  an  Instantaneous  stroke,  before  he  has 
Jooked  his  last  farewell,  and  given  the  final  affec- 
tionate adieu  to  all  his  heart-approved,  his  dear- 
est, teitderest,  and  most  valued  friends  T  !  He  will 
not  ca!i  their  kind  attendance  round  his  bed,  '  the 
afliictina  parade  of  death  ;'  he  will  rejoice  in  their 
sympathetic  tenderness;  he  will  struggle  to  pour 
furth  the  voice  of  consolation  a:sd  love;  he  will 
j.oint  to  the  hope  which  upholds  his  sou!,  .the 
shining  pole-star  by  which  he  steers,  and  by 
which,  he  trusts,  his  dearest  friends  shall  stei  r 
into  the  joyful  harbour  of  eternal  rest  \  The 

*  I.'-t  rHi  and  poor  ]<*y  this  to  heart, 
J»'oi  lie  v/ho  a<ts  \\tetretttestf9tt,. 
Hut  tlu-v  who  ,.ct  UK-  h'fst.  vili  be 
The  happiest m«l €tefotiHj.  HU"RAL  CHRISTIAN. 

-rNfit'-cr  aMuhlrn  or  linserin"  dcUh  is  in  sencral  to  be  wished  for, 

but  do<\'?,  own  time  ;md  w  y.  for  removuc  us  out  «>f  this  present  evil 

•woihi,  -,.-  o«i!il  i»e  t'1-  miitt^rof  out  pivyer.  and   full  ,>-uhnii-sioc>  to.  ^s 

!  ..n't  fi-ie-t;  whili-  to  bo  h=il:niirtl'y  te-idy  for  Uie  awt'ssl  SO.IH- 

Tiioijs  s.iouiU  lit'  our  daily  stmiy  and  C'uuceui. 
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hope,  the  star,  the  sun,  Jesus  Christ,  the  con- 
queror of  death,  the  destruction  of  the  grave*." 

Such  was  the  petition  of  the  beloved  Uraniua! 
Heaven  heard  and  granted  his  prayer.  This  day 
he  sickened  ;  the  next  summoned  and  took  leave 
of  his  friends.  Perfect  in  his  senses,  he  saw  death 
approaching,  and  saw  him  unappalled!  for  he 
had  led  his  life  in  continual  preparation  for  the 
awful  event. — On  the  evening  of  the  third  day, 
he  closed  his  eyes,  and  commended  his  spirit  to 
God  who  gave  it;  and  almost,  without  a  groan, 
exchanged  this  mortal  for  an  immortal  state ! 
Happy  Urunius — so  let  me  die!  or  rather,  let  me 
say,  u  so  let  me  lice,"  and  death  cannot  fail  to 
be  blessed  t.  * 

How  different  was  the  death,  and,  ah !  how 
different  was  the  life  of  my  neighbour  Agricola; 
who  often,  though  in  vain,  I  have  endeavoured 
to  wean  from  the  world,  and  to  show  the  deceit 
and  delusion  of  all  earthly  attachments.  But, 
alas,  he  would  not  believe!  Agricola  was  a 
wealthy  and  laborious  farmer;  it  might,  strictly 
speaking,  be  said  of  him,  that  he  rose  up  early, 
and  late  took  rest,  and  eat  the  bread  of  careful. 
ness:;:.  He  prevented  the  morning's  dawn,  and 
called  the  hinds  to  the  field  ere  the  rosy  sun  peep. 
ed  over  the  misty  mountains.  The  Jiail  early 
heard  resounding  in  his  barn,  awakened  the  rest 
of  the  village,  and  was  industry's  summons  to 
arise.  His  shepherds  first  drove  their  flocks  a. 
field;  and,  as  the  bleating  multitude  poured  forth 
their  notes,  Agricola  stood  by,  and  beheld  with 

*  Hose*  xiti.  14. 

t  Wnere  to  live  is  Christ,  to  die  must  he  gain,  eternal  cain ;  for  tints 
s  ami  the  spirit,  Bless*  j  are  tli«  dead  wliv  die  in  the  Locd. 
I  Psal 
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rapture  the  whiteness  of  their  fleeces,  and  the 
strength  of  his  sportive  lambs.  The  neighbour- 
ing markets  saw  him  always  first  to  enter,  and 
last  to  leave  the  scene  oi  commerce  and  advan- 
tage; his  samples  were  always  ready,  and  were 
always  best. 

Thus  he  pursued  temporal  things  with  un- 
wearied application,  and  un remitted  diligence; 
but  for  eternal  things,  Agrico/a  never  once  heed, 
cd,  never  once  thought  of  them  !  What  then  ? 
Did  not  Agiicola  believe  in  God,  in  Providence, 
in  Eternity  ?  O  yes,  he  believed  all  this*; — but 
he  had  no  time  to  think  of  such  tilings  !  "  Here. 
after"  was  his  word ;  it  will  bo  soon  enough 
46  hereafter.'*  What  then  ?  Did  Agricola  forsake 
the  weekly  services  of  the  church,  and  wholly 
relinquish  the  worship  of  God  ?  Oh,  by  no  means. 
Agricola  never,  or  rery  rarely  was  absent  from 
the  divine  service.  He  generally  invited  the  curate 
of  his  little  village — (a  poor  laborious  man,  like 
himself,  who  rode  with  all  haste  from  parish  to 
parish,  and  served  three  distant  churches  !)  He 
generally  invited  him  to  regale  at  his  house  on 
the  Sabbath  ;  when  the  time  would  allow,  the 
good  man  embraced  it  with  thankfulness;  they 
drank  together  in  friendly  sort ;  and  behold  their 
conversation  was  of  u  the  oxen  in  the  field."  A- 
grfcola  had  sagacity  enough  to  discern  this  im- 
propriety in  the  conduct  of  the  man  of  God : 
his  rector's  rare  appearance  in  the  village,  and 
ready  acceptance  of  his  tithes,  gave  him  also  no 


*  True  faith,  on  a  firm  belief  in  these  great  and  glorious  doctrines  of 
divine  revelation,  -will  never  leave  mankind  to  live  (as  the  common 
phrase  is)  as  they  iist.  or  to  art  without  thought  and  consideration, but 
Will  more  or  less  influence  the  life,  acd  ifcgulate  tiic  conduct. 
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very  favourable  idea  of  religion  *.  He  judged 
these  men  servants  of  the  Lord  for  the  wages  of 
the  world  ;  and  apprehended  all  religion  to  be 
merely  lucrative  and  earthly  t.  He  was  desirous 
to  believe  it  such;  hence  in  the  alehouse,  at  the 
markets,  and  in  the  little  club  of  his  village- 
neighbours,  he  frequently  delivered  his  sentiments 
with  freedom,  when  God  and  his  priests  were 
sure  to  be  treated  with  little  or  no  respect. 

dlgricola  continued  this  course  of  life  for  some 
years  ;  only  as  his  money  increased,  so  increased 
his  heart's  attachment  to  it  J  ;  and  (as  the  world 
was  fond  to  say)  his  regard  to  probity  diminish, 
ed  as  his  possessions  multiplied.  The  widows 
and  the  poor  complained  of  his  rapacity  and  ex. 
tortion ;  the  fields  spoke  his  covetousness ;  for 
he  encroached  upon  his  neighbour's  lands,  and 
the  ancient  boundaries  were  rendered  disputable. 
The  markets  were  said  to  be  forestalled,  and  his 
abundance  became  the  source  of  oppression  to 
the  poorer  farmer;  he  wished  to  stand  alone; 
and  beheld  with  a  malevolent  eye  the  ilocks,  the 
herds,  and  the  crops  of  others — He  grew  sur^y, 
proud,  and  insolent;  vainly  imagining  that  his 
wealth  gave  him  an  importance  and  a  right  to 
tyrannize  over  his  inferior  neighbours  §.  My 
connexions  with  him  afforded  me  opportunity  of. 

*  F:om  sue1)  world1  ^  minded  rectors  and  curates,  Good  Lord  de- 
liver us. 

t  Al'-ts!  h~w  many  P'.^^'VTiir  on'y  to  m;«l;e  a  gain  of  godliness, 
and  to. tow  Jo*us  mero'y  for  tlie  loaves  and  limits. 

i-'t  !<  f-eq^ently  observed,  and  too  often  verified,  The  more  we 
li  vr  the  more  v,e  w.n»t. 

4  WeaJrti  m  y  naturally  r.la'rr  some  do«rrp  of  homage  and  rf  spert 
fi  om  the  SOMS  and  dStat^itars  of  poverty  and  indium  e,  hut  never 
.-itould  (though  it  too  or.en  does)  <re.te  m  the  possessors  of  Li,  pride 
or  seif- importance. 
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ten  to  remonstrate;  he  sometimes  heard  and  pro- 
imsed  fair,  but  he  heard  more  frequently  with  im- 
patience, and  would  have  spoken  his  dislike,  if 
worldly  motives  had  not  compelled  him  to  silence. 

Happy  had  it  been  for  him  if  he  had  heard,  re- 
garded and  been  wise.  Happy  for  him  if  he  had 
trusted  less  to  that  "  hereafter,"  which  never 
came!  For  last  summer,  as  he  attended  his  reapers 
iu  the  ueid,  suddenly  the  heavens  grew  black  with 
clouds,;  the  sun  withdrew  his  light;  the  air  seem- 
ed to  stagnate  with  intolerable  fervour  ;  the  light- 
ning Hashed  with  unremitting  fury ;  vast  peals  of 
thunder  burst  fearfully  around;  there  was  no 
p. ace  to  liy  unto;  they  were  exposed  to  all  the 
irrrors  of  the  storm.  Agricvla  stood  aghast — 
v»;<eii  behold,  the  thunderbolt  of  Omnipotence  (a 
sheet  of  living  flame  disclosing  itself  over  his 
head)  in  a  moment  struck  him  a  blackened  corpse 
to  the  ground. 

Oh  humble!  most  horrible !  thus  to  be  sent  to 
our  fa  tat  account  !  And  shall  not  the  death  of 
sigricvla  instruct  us  r  Wi.lt  tiiou,  O  man,  after 
suca  an  admomtio,n.  perse vt-re  lajbrgttjulnget  of 
duty,  and  ati^ciiititut  to  the  work'  ?  Canst  thoa 
secure  thyselt  from  so  deplorable  an  end  !  No  ! 
thoa  canst  noi;  thou  cuust  not  promise  to  thy. 
self  one/// .ture  moment !  Death  lies  concealed  in 
every  path  we  tread,  and  his  stroke  will  ever  be 
sudden  and  dreai[fnl,  iu  proportion  to  the  degree 
of  our  J-'orgetfuliiMS  of  that  stroke,  and  our  at. 
tudiineiit  to  the  vaia  deli^l'tis  or  possessions  of 
the  \voriu. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Ha  who  livtth  in  pleasure,  is  d.^ad  while  he  liveth.    1  Tim.  v  6. 

IT  gives  the  Author  of  these  Reflections  singular 
pleasure  to  have  the  approbation  of  a  lady,  so 

justly  admired  for  her  good  taste  as  Lady 

He  esteems  it  a  particular  favour,  that  she  con- 
descends to  make  a  request  to  him,  which  he  most 
readily  grants,  as  assured  that  the  lettrr  which 
she  desires  him  to  admit,  will  not  on!y  be  pleas- 
ing, b<it  highly  instructive  to  his  serious  readers. 
The  death  of  Mr.  Hash  drew  her  thoughts  to  it, 
and  therefore,  she  is  pleased  (o  inform  me,  she 
copied  it  out  for  the  benefit  of  the  public:  it  was 
sent  by  a  person  of  known  worth  and  p^'ty, 
some  years  since,  to  that  son  of  pleasure:  what 
effect  it  had,  his  future  life,  alas !  did  but  too 
plainly  show  ! 

To  RICHARD  NASH,  ESQ.  at  Bath. 
SIR, — This  comes  from  your  sincere  friend, 
and  one  that  has  your  best  interest  deeply  at 
heart:  it  comes  on  a  design  •altogether  important, 
and  of  no  less  consequence  than  your  everlasting 
happiness :  so  that  it  may  jusily  challenge  your 
careful  regard.  It  is  not  to  upbraid  or  reproach, 
much  less  to  triu-mph  and  insult  over  your  mis- 
conduct: no,  it  is  pure  benevolence,  it  is  disin- 
terested good. will,  prompts  me  to  write/  so  that 
I  hope  I  shall  not  raise  your  resentment.  How- 
ever, be  the  issue  what  it  will,  I  cannot  bear  to 
see  you  walk  in  the  paths  which  lead  to  d^ath, 
•without  warning  you  of  your  danger,  without 
sounding  in  your  ears  the  awful  admonition, 
"  Return  and  live; — for  why  will  you  die?"  I 
G2 
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beg  you  to  consider  whether  you  do  or  not,  in 
some  measure,  resemble  those  unhappy  children 
of  f.7i,  whom,  though  they  were  famous  in  (heir 
generation,  and  men  of  renown,  yet  vengeance 
suffered  not  to  live.  For  my  part,  I  may  safely 
use  the  expostulation  of  the  old  priest,  •'  Why 
do  you  such  things?  for  I  hear  of  your  evil  do. 
ings  by  all  *his  people.  Nay,  my  brother,  for  it 
is  no  good  report  I  hear;  you  make  the  Lord's 
people  to  transgress.*'  I  have  long  observed  and 
pitied  you  ;  and  a  most  melancholy  spectacle  I 
lately  beheld,  made  me  resolve  to  caution  you, 
lest  you  also  come  into  the  same  condemnation. 

I  was,  not  long  since,  called  to  visit  a  poor 
gentleman,  erewhile  of  the  most  robust  body,  and 
of  the  gaytst  temper  I  ever  knew.  "  But  wl.en  I 
Ti'sted  him,  oh  how  was  the  glory  departed  from 
him  !  I  found  him  no  more  that  sprightly  and  vi. 
vacious  son  of  joy  which  he  used  to  be,  but  lan- 
guishing, pining  away,  and  withering  under  the 
chastising  hand  of  God  ;  his  limbs  feeble  and 
trembling  ;  his  countenance  forlorn  and  ghastly  * ; 
and  the  little  breath  he  had  left  sobbed  out  in  sor- 
rowful sighs;  his  body  hastening  apace  to  the 
dust,  to  lodge  in  the  silent  grave,  the  land  of 
darkness  and  desolation;  his  soul  was  just  going 
to  God  who  gave  iti,  to  enter  upon  an  unchange- 
able and  eternal  state. 

When  I  was  come  into  the  chamber,  and  had 
seated  myself  on  his  bed,  he  first  cast  a  most 
wishful  look  upon  me,  and  then  began,  a^  well 
as  he  was  able  to  speak — "  O  that  I  ha<l  been 
wise,  that  I  had  known  this,  that  I  had  consider, 
ed  my  latter  end !  Ah !  Mr ,  Death  is  knock. 

*  Psalms  rjffii.  11.  t  Eccl.  xii,  7. 
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ing  at  my  door  ;  in  a  few  hours  tr.ore  T  shall  draw 
my  last  gasp!  and  then  comes  judgment,  the  tre- 
mendous judgment*1.  How  shall  1  appear,  un- 
prepared as  I  am,  before  the  all-knowins:  and 
Omnipotent  God?  How  shall  I  endure  the  day 
of  his  coming?" 

When  1  mentioned,  among  many  other  things, 
that  holy  Religion  which  he  had  formerly  so 
slightly  esteemed,  he  replied  (with  a  hasty  eager. 
ness)  "  Oh  that  Religion  is  ihe  only  thing  I  now 
Jong  for-r.  I  have  not  words  to  tell  you  how 
highly  I  value  it ;  J  would  gladly  part  with  all 
my  estate,  large  as  it  is,  or  a  world,  to  have  liv*  d 
in  the  practice  of  it.  Now  my  benighted  eyes 
are  enlightened,  I  clearly  discern  the  things  that 
•  are  excellent. 

<fc  What  is  there  in  the  place  whither  I  am  go- 
ing but  God?  or  \tbat  is  there  to  be  desired  on 
earth  but  religion?" — "  But  if  this  God  should 
restore  you  to  health  (said  I)  think  you  that  you 
should  alter  your  former  course?" — "I  call  hea- 
Ten  and  earth  to  witness  (said  he)  I  would  labour 
for  holiness  as  I  shall  soon  labour  for  life.  As 
for  riches  and  pleasure,  and  the  applauses  of 
men.  J  account  them  as  dross  and  dung,  no  more 
to  my  happiness  than  the  feathers  that  lie  on  the 
floor. 

"  Oh,  if  the  righteous  Judge  would  try  me  once 
more;  if  he  would  but  reprieve  and  spare  me  a 
little  longer — in  what  a  spirit  would  i  spend  /he 
remainder  of  my  days!  J  would  know  no  other 
business,  aim  at  no  other  end,  than  perfecting  my- 

•Eccl  I*. 

+ *Tis  <>??>  alone, 

Ann. 1st  JUV.'s  (MILS,  aUtnemr.Btt   empt:i:ci*. 

Tiie  sou!  can  chemh,  •tera'.-.  aud  h:i.        £M£IIT  THOUGHTS. 

!  G  3 
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self  in  holiness.  Whatever  contributed  to  that, 
every  means  of  grace,  every  opportunity  of  j-pi. 
ritual  improvement,  should  be  dearer  to  me  than 
thousands  of  gold  and  silver — Cut,  alas !  why  do 
1  amuse  myself  with  f«nd  imaginations?  The 
best  resolutions  are  now  insignificant,  because 
they  are  too  late.  The  dny  in  which  I  should 
have  woikrd  is  over  and  gone,  and  I  see  a  sad, 
horrible  night  approaching,  bringing  with  it  the 
blackness  of  darkness  for  ever.  Heretofore,  (woe 
is  me!)  when  God  called,  1  refused; — when  he 
invited,  I  was  one  of  them  that  made  excuse. 
Now,  therefore,  I  rect  i?e  the  reward  of  my  deeds ; 
fearf nit-ess  and  trembling  are  come  upon  me;  I 
smart,  1  am  in  sore  anguish  already ;  and  yet 
this  is  but  the  beginning  of  sorrows!  It  doth 
rot  yet  appear  what  I  shall  be — but  sure  I  shall 
be  ruined,  undone,  ard  destroyed  wilh  an  ever. 
lasting  destruction  !" 

This  sad  scene  I  saw  with  my  ryes;  thrse 
words,  and  many  more  equal'y  affrcting,  1  heaid 
with  my  ears,  and  ?onn  after  attended  the  ui, hap. 
py  gentleman  to  his  ton.b.  Tie  almost  breathless 
skeleten  spoke  in  such  an  accent,  and  with  so 
inach  earnestness,  that  I  could  not  easily  forget 
him  or  his  words.  And  as  [  was  musirg  ur  ou 
this  sorrowful  subject,  I  remembered  Mr.  NAPH  ; 
I  remember  you,  Sir — For  1  discerned  loo  near 
an  ngreement  and  correspondence  between  your, 
self  and  the  deceased.  "  They  are  alike  (said  1) 
in  their  ways,  and  what  shall  hinder  them  from 
being  alike  in  their  end?  The  course  of  their 
actions  was  equally  full  of  sin  and  folly,  and  why 
should  not  the  period  of  them  be  equally  full  of 
horror  and  distress  ?  I  am  grievously  afraid  for 
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the  survivor,  lest  as  he  lives  (lie  iiff,  so  hp  should 
die  the  death  of  this  wretched  man,  and  his  latter 
end  should  be  like  his." 

For  this  cause,  therefore,  I  take  my  pen  to 
ad?ise — to  admonish — nay,  to  request  of  you  to 
repent  while  you  have  an  opportunity,  if  haply 
you  may  find  grace  and  forgiveness.  Vet  a  mo- 
ment, and  you  mat/  die;  yet  a  little  while,  and 
you  must  die;  and  will  you  go  down  with  infamy 
and  despair  to  the  grave,  rather  than  depart  in 
peace,  and  with  hopes  full  of  immortality  ? 

But  I  must  tell  you,  Sir,  with  the  utmost  free. 
dc  in.  that  your  present  behaviour  is  not  the  way 
to  reconcile  yourself  to  God.  You  are  BO  far 
from  making  atonement  to  offended  justice,  that 
you  are  aggravating  the  future  account,  and  heap, 
ing  up  an  increase  of  wrath  against  the  day  uf 
wrath.  For  what  say  the  scriptures  ?  those  books, 
which,  at  the  consummation  of  all  things,  the  an. 
cient  of  days  shall  open,  and  by  which  you  shall 
le  judged?  What  say  these  sacred  volumes? 
They  .testify  and  declare  to  every  soul  of  man, 
That  whoso  liveth  in  pleasure,  is  dead  while  he 
livtih*.  So  that  while  you  roll  on  in  a  continu- 
ed circle  of  sensual  delights,  and  vain  entertain, 
menis,  you  are  dead  to  all  the  purposes  of  piety 
and  virtue. 

Think,  Sir,  I  conjure  you,  think  upon  this  be- 
fore it  is  too  late,  if  you  have  any  inclination  to 
escape  the  fire  that  will  never  be  quenched. — 
Would  you  bo  rescued  from  the  just  vengeance 
of  Almighty  God?  Would  you  be  delivered  from 
wet  ping,  wailing,  and  gnashing  of  teeth?  Sure 
you  would !  15ut  yon  may  be  certain  that  will 

•  1  Timothy  :>.  6. 
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n^ver  bo  done  I)y  amusements,  which,  at  the  best, 
are  trifling  and  impertinent;  and,  therefore,  if 
for  no  other  rrason,  foolish  and  sinful.  It  is  by 
seriousness;  it  is  by  retirement  and  self-exami- 
nation, you  must  accomplish  this  great  and  dt-sir. 
able  deliverance*.  You  must  not  appear  at  the 
head  of  every  silly  diversion,  but  enter  into  your 
closet,  and  shut  the  door;  and  commune  with 
your  own  heart,  and  search  out  your  own  spirit. 
The  pride  of  life,  and  all  superfluity  of  haughti- 
ness, must  be  put  away.  You  must  make  hnste, 
and  delay  not  the  time  to  keep  (and  with  all 
your  might  too)  all  God's  holy  commandments  ; 
always  remembering  that  mighty  sinners  must  be 
mightily  penitent,  or  else  be  mightily  tormented. 

Your  example,  and  your  projects,  have  been 
extremely  prejudicial,  1  wish  1  could  not  say  fa~ 
tal  and  destructive  to  many:  for  this,  there  is  no 
amends,  but  an  alteration  of  your  conduct,  as 
signal  and  remarkable  as  your  person  and  npine. 

Jf  you.  do  not  by  this  method  remedy  in  some 
degree  the  evils  which  you  have  sent  abroad,  and 
prevent  the  mischievous  consequence  which  may 
«  nsue — wretched  will  you  be,  yea,  wretched  to 
all  eternity.  The  blood  of  souls  will  be  laid  to 
your  charge;  God's  jealousy,  like  a  consuming 
flame,  will  smoke  against  you:  as  you  yourself 
will  see  in  that  day,  when  the  mountains  shall 
qnake,  and  the  Mils  melt,  and  the  earth  be  burnt 
up  at  his  tremendous  presence. 

Once  more,  then,  I  exhort  you  as  a  friend  ;  I 
beseech  you  as  a  brother;  I  charge  you  as  a  ines- 

*  It  '<?  erorl  for  every  r  t'onal  crestnrp  np^n  f>artb.-fr^.-ni'>nt\v  and 
sen. MI- 'y,  to  a-k  himself,  NVhat  am  1  ?  Wh<u  »:as  1  cieaicu  tor.'  And 
"tvi.i'.i;fr  am  F  Eroiii" ? 
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senger  from  the  great  God,  in  his  own  most  so. 
lemn  words:  Cast  away  from  you  your  trans- 
gressions ;  make  you  a  new  heart,  and  a  new 
spirit ;  so  iniquity  shall  not  be  your  ruin  *. 

Perhaps  you  may  be  disposed  to  contemn  this, 
and  its  serious  purport;  or  to  recommend  it  to 
your  companions  as  a  fit  subject  for  raillery. — 
But  let  me  tell  you  beforehand,  that  for  this,  as 
well  as  for  many  other  things,  God  will  biing 
you  into  judgment +.  He  sees  me  now  I  write: 
he  will  observe  you  while  you  read :  he  notts 
down  my  words  ia  his  book  :  he  will  also  note 
down  your  consequent  procedure.  So  that,  not 
upon  »te1  but  upon  your  own  self,  will  the  ne- 
glecting or  despising  my  friendly  admonitions 
turn.  "  If  thou  be  wise,  thou  shalt  be  wise  for 
thyself :  if  thou  scornest,  thou  alone  shalt  bear  it." 

With  hearty  good  wishes  for  your  welfare,  I 
remain,  Sir,  your  unknown  friend,  &c.  J 

*  Ezck.el  mi.  30,  31.  t  Ecclesiasces  xi.  9. 

J  The  writf  r  of  these  Reflections  thought  himself  obliged  to  retain 
this  letter  (which,  however,  lie  has  t*ken  the  liberty  to  correct  in  a 
few  places)  not  only  out  of  respect  to  t'.e  lady  who  communicated 
it.  out  becau-e  it  WHS  pubhshe-1  in  the  Christian's  Magazine,  iu  the 
regular  course  of  the  Reflect  ons.  lie  finds  it  too  in  a  life  of  Mr. 
JJash,  Lteiy  publ.shed,  and  w*s  therefore  the  ratlur  inclined  to  re- 
tnm  it,  as  that  b:oarHp!:er  seems  to  thiiik  ic  too  severe,  and  is  indmtii 
to  p.«ili-.te  a  life  of  ulter  dissipation,  which  certainly  merited  th« 
severest  stricture'. 

No  man  living  can  have  a  higher  rcg:  rd  for  benevolence  and  hu> 
raanity  than  the  writer  of  these  lines;  but  he  thinks  it  beurvoience 
to  the  soul  of  a  much  higher  nature  than  that  of  the  bory;  and 
•would  be  f«r  from  leading  tho«e,  who  are  trading  the  insi-liou-  p^s 
of  pleasure  with  too  tau«i  delight,  into  delusive  and  dangerous  opi- 
nions, as  if  tenderness  of  heart,  and  acts  of  charity,  could  <ito  f  tor 
fvrry  other  deficiency.  Dissip.-ted  and  feud  of  plrasuie  as  we  are, 
Jittie  need  is  there  to  encoi'.raize  men  in  $o  f«!se  a  pursuit,  (t  is 
hopeit,  therefore,  t!  at  the  wriier  of  Nash'*  Life  (who  I  e  is  I  kf.ow 
not)  iu  a  future  edition,  will  sir  ke  out  that  offensive  and  hurtful 
passage,  which  every  since  e  Christian  must  disapptovp,  whe'rein  he 
as^eit-,  ''  Tlv.it  there  was  nothing  criminal  in  his  fN«fh*»)  con<Jo«t,— 
that  he  wa»  a  harmless  creature,  whose  greatest  rice  wa*  vanity.-- 
aod  that  scarce  a  single  action  of  his  life,  except  oue,  deseive*  the 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

So  may'st  thou  live,  till  like  ripe  fruit  thou  drop 

Into  thy  mother's  lap,  or  be  with  eise 

Oather'd,  not  harshly  pluck'd  for  death  mature. 

This  is  old  age;  but  then  thou  mu?t  outlive 

Thy  youth,  thy  strength,  thy  beauty,  which  will  change 

To  witiier'd,  we-tk,  and  grey  ;  thy  senses  then 

Obtuse,  all  taste  of  pleasure  must  forego, 

To  what  tliou  hast:  and  for  th«  air  of  youth, 

Hopeful  and  cheerful,  m  thy  blood  will  rt- iga 

A  melancholy  damp  of  cold  and  dry, 

To  weigh  thy  spirits  down,  aud  last,  consume 

The  balm  of  health.  MILTON. 

IN  our  two  foregoing  chapters,  we  have  two  very 
different  and  alarming  characters  before  us;  each 
sufficient  to  show  us  the  vanity  of  this  life,  and 
to  awaken  in  our  souls  an  earnest  attention  to 
future  concerns.  The  one  cut  off  by  a  sudden 
blast  from  heaven,  in  the  full  bloom  of  days,  and 
the  vigour  of  health  ;  the  other,  dragging  through 
a  length  of  wearisome  years,  a  feeble  existence*, 
to  the  last  scene  of  all, 

Which  ends  our  strange  eventful  history, 

To  second  childishness,  and  mere  oMtvion, 

Sans  teeth,  sans  eyes,  sans  taste,  sans  every  thingt. 

Old  age  is  honourable,  and  hath  its  advantages. 

.asper  ty  of  reproach*  And  this  is  said  of  a  man,  who,  with  a  heart 
of  ^xquisitf  humanity,  and  which  might  have  been  moulded  into  the 
noblest  form— w -is  yet,  through  life,  a  gamester  professed,  and  an  en- 
courage-  of  illegal  gambling  a  follower  of  pleasure  all  his  days,  and 
a  perpetu--.!  di.ssipater!  and  whose  convcrsatieii  was  maue  up  of  trif- 
ling, of  falsehood,  aud  immorality  !  , 

la  matters  which  concern  the  ^ouls  of  men,  let  us  he  especially 
careful;  for  fatal  indeed  may  it  be,  to  betray  them  into  wrong  opi- 
nions. In  other  respects,  we  will  unite  to  applaud  Mr.  Mash,  and 
v/'ill  readily  join  his  paneeyi  ists  :-  -we  will  be  thankful  to  him  tor  the 
improvements  he  has  made  at  Bfith,  by  his  means  the  most  elegant 
and  pleasing  of  all  public  places  ;  and  we  will  be  thankful  to  t«  e  edi- 
tor qf  his  Life,  for  tne  amusement  and  satisfaction  we  h<tve  received 
from  so  well  wrote  and  entertaining  a  performance. 

*  Mr  Nash  died  at  Bath,  in  February  1761,  aged  88.--"  The  man 
•was  sunk  long  befoie  (as  one  expresses  it)  in  the  weakness  and  infir- 
»>itie,  of  exhausted  nature." 

t  SHAKESPEARE. 
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—  But  might  I  presume,  Oh!  thou  Almighty  and 
all. wise!  short-sighted  as  I  am,  and  incapable  at 
the  best  to  distinguish  my  real  good  from  evil, 
might  I  presume  to  judge,  or  to  ask  any  thing  of 
thee  respecting  my  future  state  in  this  poor  and 
perishing  world,  I  would  humbly  say,  "Suffer 
me  not  to  bear  the  load  of  life  when  every  faculty 
is  benumbed ;  when  every  power  of  enjoyment  is 
past ;  when  oblivion  darkens  the  memory,  and  all 
the  senses  seem  wearied  and  sealed  up ;  when  the 
power  of  being  useful  to  mankind  is  totally  re- 
moved; nay,  when  the  power  of  pleasing  is  no 
more,  and  we  become  a  burden  even  to  our  near- 
est friends." 

See  the  trembling,  palsied  HASSAN  ;  unable  to 
move;  scarce  able  to  utter  intelligible  sounds; 
weak  in  his  sight ;  imperfect  in  hearing  ;  oppres- 
sed with  pains;  forgotten  by  the  world  ;  forsaken 
by  all ;  and  attended  only  by  a  distant  relation, 
whom  interest  alone  keeps  with  him,  impatient 
for  his  departure,  and  anxious  to  possess  his 
wealth.  Yet  though  thus  miserable,  despised,  for- 
saken, and  forgotten,  HASSAN  loves  the  world  ; 
clings  faster  to  it,  the  more  it  shrinks  from  his 
embraces;  detests  the  thoughts  of  death;  and 
thinks  and  talks  of  nothing  with  satisfaction,  but 
trie  delusive  mammon  of  unrighteousness*.  Oh 
what  an  old  age  is  this  !  How  wretched  an  issue 
of  a  long  and  useless  life  !  Fourscore  years  have 
been  passed  to  no  end,  but  the  procuring  of 
wealth.  Fourscore  years  are  over;  the  wealth  is 
procured;  the  man  is  about  to  die;  and  lie  hath 
neither  child  nor  friend  to  inherit  it !  He  hath 
HO  power  to  enjoy  it  himself;  he  U  dead  while 

*  Luke,  jcvi.  9, 11. 
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he  liveth  ;  yet  his  affections  are  placed — not  on 
things  above. — but,  ah  sad  reverse! — on  things 
below.  Can  the  world  produce  any  object  more 
pitiable  or  moie  contemptible  than  HASSAN  ? 

Vigorous  old  age,  the  winter  of  an  useful,  vir- 
tuous life  is  as  much  to  be  desired  as  the  con. 
trary  is  to  be  deprecated.  Crowned  with  victory 
over  the  inferior  passion,  girt  round  with  useful 
and  experimental  knowledge,  leaning  on  the  staff 
of  prudence,  courage*,  and  resolution,  the  old 
man  becomes  a  blessing  to  society  ;  we  rise  up  to 
him  with  reverence,  and  rejoice  to  do  him  honour. 

Such  is  the  hoary  Sop/iron ;  we  behold  him 
with  a  degree  of  awe  and  veneration  ;  we  consult 
him  with  confidence;  and  to  follow  his  advice  is 
to  act  wisely  and  consistently.  Sophron  filled  a 
very  busy  sphere  of  life,  and  maintained  a  high 
reputation  for  intigrity,  prudence,  and  piety. 
He  retreated  in  proper  season  from  the  stage, 
and  now  dedicates  his  time  to  (he  great  business 
of  self-recollection.  Yet  is  he  no  absolute  her. 
triit  nor  recluse:  nor  does  he  so  live  to  himself  as 
to  forget  the  concern  of  others;  mild  and  affable, 
he  delights  in  the  conversation  of  his  friends,  and 
pleasingly  instructs,  while  scarce  seeming  to  in- 
struct; benevolent  and  humane,  he  listens  to  the 
voice  of  affliction,  and  is  always  the  ready  friend 
of  the  poor  and  the  oppressed.  Happy  Sophron! 

*  Bishop  Hall  gives  us  an  instance  of  courage  in  an  old  plain  man 
in  the  country;  some  thieves  broke  ii.to  iiis  'olitaiy  dwelling,  ttkiug 
advantage  of  the  ab-ence  of  his  family;  and  fiuding  Irm  sitting  alone 
\>y  his  fire  side,  they  f<  11  v  olently  upon  him  ;  when  one  of  them  fix- 
ing his  dagger  to  the  old  man's  heart,  swore  that  he  would  presently 
Jail  him,  if  he  did  not  instancy  .deliver  to  them  that  money  which 
ti.cy  knew  he  had  lately  reieive.il.  TYe  old  man,  looking  boldly  into 
the  face  of  the  villain,  rcpl  cd  with  an  undaunted  courage,  "  N.iy,  if 
1  were  killed  by  thee,  I  have  lived  long  eiiough  ;  but  I  tell  thee,  ton, 
uuittss  thou  mend  thy  manuers,thou  wilt  never  live  to  sec  half  my  days." 
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he  has  not  lived  in  Tain;  his  youth  was  active; 
his  old  age  is  healthful,  placid,  and  serene.  He. 
signed  to  the  Sovereign  Disposer's  will,  he  waits 
contentedly  for  his  approaching  change,  and  looks 
with  joy  to  his  journey's  end;  looks  with  joy  to 
that  welcome  harbour,  wherein  his  weather-beaten 
vessel  must  shortly  cast  anchor*  !  when  his  youth 
shall  be  renewed  like  unto  the  eagle's,  and  he 
shall  live  with  God  in  perfect  felicity  for  evert. 

If  men  will  not  look  forward,  nor  prepare  for 
ttemity,  we  cannot  expect  they  should  prepare 
for  old  age;  but  surely,  it  we  wish  or  desire  to 
Jive  long, — and  it  is  to  be  feared  this  is  too  much 
the  wish  of  human  hearts, — we  should  endeavour 
to  provide  for  the  zcinter  of  life,  by  laying  up 
such  a  store  of  true  wisdom  and  experience,  as 
may  render  the  close  of  it  comfortable,  or  at  least 
soften  the  many  unavoidable  difficulties  of  age. 

Intemperance  will,  in  the  general,  prevent  our 
long  continuance  here  below,  as  it  certainly  is 
the  source  of  many  pains  and  evils  J;  vice  and 
immorality  will  render  our  old  age  despicable  to 


*  With  joy  the  sa>!or,  long  by  tempests  tost, 
Spreads  all  his  c.iuva*s  for  the  w<bh'd-for  coast; 
With  joy  the  hind,  his  daily  labour  done. 
Sees  the  broad  shadows  and  the  setting  sun; 
With  joy  the  slave,  worn  out  with  tedious  woes, 
Beholds  the  hand  which  liberty  bestows; 
So  deat*i  with  joy  n-y  feeble  voice  shall  greet. 
My  hand  shall  ueikou,  and  my  wish  shall  meet.  ANON". 

i  1  Thessalonian?  iv  17. 

J  Old  Adam,  the  faithful  servant,  in  Shnkespsare,  ?pfiaks  thus: 

Though  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  strong  aud  lus:y, 
For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  rebellions  liquors  in  m*  olood  : 
If  or  did  I  with  unbasiifiil  forehead  woo 
The  medns  of  W9.>kue.«s  and-  debility: 
Therefore  my  *ge  is  as  a  lusty  winter, 
Frosty,  hut  kiudl^.— 
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others,  and  afllicting  to  ourselves*;  and  make 
us  the  more  uneasy  to  quit  the  stage  of  life,  as 
we  draw  nearer  the  solemn  change  So  that  the 
grand  rule  to  attain  a  happy  old  age,  as  well  as 
a  happy  death,  is  to  "  live  welt;"  to  live  as  be. 
cometh  those  who  bear  the  name  of  Christians, 
and  profess  to  be  the  disciples  and  followers  of 
Christ  t. 

Uncertain  as  is  the  tenure  of  human  life,  this 
rule,  one  would  conceive,  should  be  universally 
regarded.  For  how  few,  how  very  few  of  the 
myriads  of  mortals,  who  tread  this  earth,  arrive 
at  old  age,  or  see  the  present  boundary  of  human 
life,  the  fci  seventieth  year  £/"  What  numbers  be- 
fore, that  are  consigned  to  a  state  eternal  and  un. 
alterable!  alarming  thought! — And  canst  thou, 
oh  reader,  promise  thyself  this  length  of  days  ? 
Knowest  thou  how  long  thy  line  shall  run  ?  Know. 
est  thou,  when  the  tremendous  Judge  shall  call,  and 
thou  must  appear  before  this  impartial  tribunal? 
Aias,  human  fate  is  mantled  in  thick  darkness !  But 
eternity — who,  like  Agricula,  would  be  utterly  un- 
prepared for  it,  since  the  call  may  come  instantly, 
and  then  terrible  will  be  the  consequences  ! 

But  dgricula's  fate  was  peculiar. — So  thought 
his  neighbour  Huustuins.  He  saw  the  singed 
corpse  of  Agv'icula  borne  from  the  iieid  ;  shook 
his  head,  declared  the  stroke  a  judgment  from 
Heaven,  and  enlarged  greatly  oa  fhe  demerits  of 
the  deceased  jj  ;  Yel  he  forgot  himself.  Haustuiua 

*  As  virtue  is  its  own  reward,  so  vice  is  generally  its  own  punish- 
ment. 

t  Weil  mipiit  a  good  nif>n  say,  not  long  sinee,  respecting  truo  Chris- 
tians, "  Tut-  cljildreu  or  God  are  beot  known  \>y  tlittir  family  hkt-ut.ai.'' 

J  Psalm  xc.  10. 

H  t?e  -nutrt-uis  nil  nisi\ln>num,  U  tl*j  ...n^ud"*  ot"  immuaity  xnd 
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was  the  pride  of  the  village  where  he  lived ; 
young,  healthful,  and  robust,  the  maidens  behetd 
him  with  pleasure;  the  young  men  hoard  of  his 
perfections  with  envy.  A  lively  good. nature  re- 
commended  him  universally:  and  rt  lying  on  Ihe 
strength  of  his  constitution,  he  was  the  tirst  and 
last  at  every  merriment,  at  every  wake,  at  every 
scene  of  rural  pleasantry  and  joy. 

Drinking  (oo  much  at  one  of  those  meeting1?, 
and  staying  too  late  from  home,  he  caught  a  cold  : 
a  violent  lever  ensued  ;  he  became  delirious;  all 
hopes  in  a  few  days  were  lost;  and  he,  who  had 
never  employed  one  serious  hour  about  his  soul, 
thus  plunged, — ah,  hnpless  improvident — into  an 
everlasting  state! — Was  his  fate  peculiar?  was 
his  death  sudden; — it  is  a  death,  it  is  a  fate  every 

day  exemplified. And  would  you  chase  to 

share  such  a  fate,  to  die  such  a  death?  Surely 
no;  then  be  careful  not  to  lead  such  a  life.  For 
there  are  inumerable  outlets  from  this  present 
scene:  lightnings  and  fevers  are  not  the  only  in. 
struments  in  the  hand  of  God:  the  meanest  and 
most  inconsiderate  agent  is  all-sufficient  with 
him  to  stop  the  throbbing  heart*,  and  to  draw 
ihe  veil  of  death  over  the  closing  eyes. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

Woe,  then  apart:  (it"  woe  ap.trt  can  he 

From  mortal  man)  and  fortune  *t  our  nod  ; 

The  g*y.  rich,  ,gren',  triumphant,  and  august* 

What  are  they?  the  most  happy  (strange  to  say) 

Convive  me  most  of  human  misery.  YOUNG. 

THOUGH  Death  level  sail  distinctions,  and  pays  no 
more  deference  to  the  CYotc/i,  than  to  the  un- 

benevolence,  founded  on  that   veil  known  proverb,   Humnrtvm  r.?t. 
crrarc- 

•  Know,  thoughtless  man,  wl'en  'tis  thy  Maker's  will, 
A  fty,  a  grape-stoue,  or  a  hair  may  kill.  U  i '  R.  CHRIST. 
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noticed  head  of  the  meanest  peasant ;  yet  the 
great  seem  willing  to  preserve,  even  in  death, 
that  distinction  which  they  have  shared  in  life, 
and  therefore  refuse  to  mix  their  mortal  dust  with 
common  and  inferior  clay.  There  may  be  a  pro- 
priety in  this;  subordination  is  absolutely  neces. 
sary  ;  and  it  may  be  decent,  that  they  who  have 
been  elevated  in  life,  should,  at  the  close  of  it, 
still  keep  up  their  due  dignity  and  distinction. 
But  this  will  not  prevent  us  from  meditating  in 
the  vault  of  the  Nobles,  where  surely  we  shall 
find  ample  matter  for  contemplation. 

By  (he  side  of  the  church,  where  first  I  was 
led  into  these  reflections,  such  a  vault  is  found. 
Let  me  descend  into  the  solemn  and  sacred  re- 
cess! How  awful !  As  I  tread  slowly  down  the 
stone  steps  which  leads  into  it,  a  melancholy  mur- 
mur seems  to  echo  through  the  silent  mansion; 
the  moon  just  throws  in  a  faint  light,  sufficient 
for  me  to  discern  the  contents  (though  indeed  no 
stranger  to  them)  and  all  my  soul  thrills  with  an 
anxious  dread  and  horror*. — Whence  this  strange, 
this  uncommon  fear  upon  us  when  conversing 
with  the  deceased  ?  Helpless  dust  and  ashes  as 
thfjy  are,  we  know  they  cannot  harm  or  injure 
us.  N«y,  and  were  it  possible  for  any  of  them 
to  appear  to  us,  surely  it  would  be  most  delight- 
ful., as  well  as  most  acceptable,  to  hear  from  them 
somo  of  the  wonders  of  that  unknown  world, — 
which  is  at  once  so  interesting  and  so  important. 

Put.  all !  -no  notices  t^ey  crive, 
>4<>r  tcil  us  \viic:e,  iior  how  l«ey  I-'VP; 
TI'Oii':!)  toi.'siKius  win  e  w:th  us  bfjcw, 
•  How  much  themselves  desired  lo  know! 

*  See  Jicrvf/s  Meditations  among  the  Tombs. 
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As  if  bound  up  by  solemn  fite, 
Tn  keep  this  set  ret  of  their  sUte; 
To  tell  their  joys  qr  p^ins  in  none, 
That  man  might  live  by  faith  alone. 

Oh,  come  hither,  ye  sons  of  ambition,  ye  chiJ. 
tlren  of  pride;  descend  awhile  from  the  lofty 
summit  whereon  you  stand,  and  look  disdain  on 
all  beneath  you  :  oh,  come  and  pass  a  few  silent 
minutes  with  me  in  this  lonely  vault,  which  boasts 
the  most  noble  inhabitants  ;  and  pride  will  no  more 
dwell  in  our  eyes,  or  vanity  rise  in  our  hearts*. 

Here  are  the  great  and  the  gay,  the  young  and 
the  brilliant,  the  honourable  and  the  lovely, 
placed  in  no  mean  order  or  elegance  together. 
Their  coffins  are  decorated  with  velvet  and  with 
silver  ;  but  ah,  their  contents  are  only  like  vulgar 
dust. — There  lies  the  noble  Altamont ;  no  won- 
der the  remembrance  of  him  first  strikes  every 
soul  which  descends  into  this  vault,  and  was  no 
stranger  to  his  character.  An  able  writer i  hath 
given  us  a  striking  account  of  his  last  moments; 
Jet  us  first  recollect  this,  and  then  make  our  re. 
ilections  upon  it. 

"  I  am  about  to  represent  to  you  (says  he)  the 
last  hours  of  a  person  of  high  birth,  and  high 
spirit;  of  great  parts,  and  strong  passions,  eiertj 
way  at compluhed ,  not  least  in  iniquity.  His  un- 
kind treatment  .was  the  death  of  a  most  amiable 
wife,  and  his  great  extravagance,  in  ellect,  dis- 
inherited his  oniy  child. 

"  The  sad  evening  before  the   death  of  that 

*  Ye  proud,  ambitious,  wenlthy.  younsr,  and  gay, 

"Who  dunk  the  spirit  of  the  fco'den  day. 

And  triumph  in  existence,  come  with  me,  ~\ 

And  in  thn  mould'ring  corpse,  your  picture  sre. 

AVIiat  jou  and  all  mu.it  soon  or  later  he.  J 

SOLITARY  WALKS. 
tf>r.  Ycang,  in  his  Ortim-  not  r.:b"!ous. 

H  3 
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noble  youth,  I  was  with  him.  No  one  was  there, 
but  his  physician,  and  an  intimate  friend,  whom 
he  ioved,  and  whom  he  had  ruined.  At  my 
coming  in,  he  said, 

e  You  and  the  physician  are  come  to  late. — I 
have  neither  life  nor  hope* — You  both  aim  at 
miracles.  You  would  raise  the  dead.' 

Heaven  (I  said)  was  merciful. 

'  Or  I  could  not  have  been  thus  guilty. 

What  has  it  not  done  to  bless  and  to  save  me? 
— I  have  been  too  strong  for  omnipotence  I  I 
have  plucked  down  ruin.' 

"1  said,  the  blessed  Redeemer. 

'Hold!  hold!  you  wound  me!  That  is  the 
rock  on  which  I  split. — I  denied  his  name  +.' 

"  Refusing  to  hear  any  thing  from  me,  or  to 
take  any  thing  from  the  physician,  he  lay  silent, 
as  far  as  sudden  darts  of  pain  would  permit,  till 
the  clock  struck.  Then  with  vehemence  he  ex. 
claimed — 

Oh  time !  time !  It  is  fit  thou  shouldst  thus 
strike  thy  murderer  to  the  heart. — How  art  thou 
fled  for  ever! — A  month  !  Oh  for  a  single  zceek! 
I  ask  not  for  years%  ;  though  an  age  were  too 
little  for  the' much  1  have  to  do.' 

46  On  my  saying,  we  could  not  do  too  much  : 
that  heaven  was  a  blessed  place — 

*  It  is  declared,  in  the  oracles  of  divine  truth,  that  the  wicked  is 
driven  away  in  his  •wickedness,  but  the  ri»hteeus  hath  hope  in  hi.s 
dentli,  Prov.  xiv.  32.  Hence  learn  tiie  happiness  of  the  one,  and  the 
misery  of  the  other. 

t  They  who  denyChrist  on  earth,  hewill  deny  in  Heaven, Matt,  Jt.  33. 

J  Dr.  Young  may  well  say, 

Buy  no  roommt  but  in  purchase  of  its  -worth, 

And  what  its  worth,  ask  death  beds,  they  can  tell ; 

A  moment  we  may  •wssh  whea  words  want  wealth. 

1>  bay.. NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 
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*  So  much  the  worse.  It  is  lost !  It  is  lost! 
Heaven  is  to  me  the  severest  part  of  Hell  I9 

"  Soon  after  I  proposed  prayer. 

'  Pray  you  that  can ;  I  never  prayed,  I  can- 
not pray. Nor  need  I.  Is  not  heaven  on  my 

side  already  ?  It  closes  with  my  conscience.  Its 
severest  strokes  but  second  my  own.' 

"  His  friend  being  much  touched,  even  to 
tears,  at  this,  (who  could  forbear?  I  could  not) 
with  a  most  affectionate  look,  he  said, 

'  Keep  those  tears  for  thyself.  I  have  undone 
thee — Dost  weep  for  me  ?  That  is  cruel.  What 
can  pain  me  more?' — 

"  Here  his  friend,  too  much  affected,  would 
have  left  him. 

'No,  stay.  Thou  still  inayst  hope;  therefore 
hear  me:  how  madly  have  I  talked!  how  madly 
hast  thou  listned  and  believed  ;  But  look  on  my 
present  state  as  a  full  answer  to  thee,  and  to  my, 
self.  This  body  is  all  weakness  and  pain  !  Jbut 
my  soul,  as  if  strung  up  by  torment  to  greater 
strength  and  spirit,  is  full  powerful  to  reason  ; 
full  mighty  to  suffer.  And  that,  which  thus  tri- 
umphs within  the  jaws  of  mortality,  is  doubtless 
immortal*.  And  as  for  a  Deity,  nothing  less 
than  an  Almighty  could  inflict  what  I  feel.' 

"I  was  about  to  congratulate  this  passive,  in- 
voluntary confessor,  on  his  asserting!  the  two 
prime  articles  of  his  creed,  extorted  by  the  rack 
of  nature;  when  he  thus,  very  passionately,  ex- 
claimed— 

'No,  no!  let  me  speak  on.  I  have  not  long 
to  speak — My  much  injured  friend  !  my  soul,  as 

*  Tl  i>  is  no'stnall  i  roof  or  argument  in  favour  of  the  soul's  immor- 
tality. 
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my  body,  lies  in  ruins;  in  scattered  fragments  of 
broken  thought.  Remorse  for  the  past  throws 
my  thoughts  on  the  future.  Worse  dread  of  the 
future  strikes  it  back  on  the  past.  I  turn,  and 
turn,  and  find  no  ray.  Didst  thou  feel  half  the 
mountain  that  is  upon  me,  thou  wouldst  struggle 
•nith  :.he  martyr  for  his  stake,  and  bless  heaven 
for  the  flame:  this  is  not  an  everlasting  flame, 
nor  that  an  unquenceable  fire.' 

"  How  were  we  struck  !  yet  soon  after,  still 
more.  With  what  an  eye  of  distraction,  with 
>vhat  a  face  of  despair,  he  cried  out — 

fc  My  principles  have  poisont-d  my  friend;  my 
extravagance  his  beggared  my  boy ;  my  unkind- 
ness  has  murdered  my  wife!  And  is  there  ano- 
ther hell?  Oh!  thou  blasphemed,  yet  most  in, 
diligent  Lord  God!  Hell  itself  is  a  refuge,  if  it 
hides  me  from  thy  frown.' 

"  Soon  after  his  understanding  failed.  His 
terrified  imagination  uttered  horrors  not  to  be 
repeated,  or  ever  forgot.  And  ere  the  sun  (which 
J  hope  has  seen  few  like  him)  arose,  the  gay, 
young,  nobfe.  ingenious,  accomplished,  and  most 
wretched  Altamont^  expired*." 

*  Let  the  young,  wealthy,  gay,  and  inconsiderate  votaries  of  p'ca- 
5iue  and  dissipation,  learn  ftoni  the  latter  moments  of  the  wvttlied 
Altamont  (wiio  is  supposed  by  some  to  intend  the  late  Lord  Bohi>»- 
1-ioke)  the  roily  of  Ir'v'n"  uoniindful  of  approaching  de*«h,  ami  be 
convinced  of  tne  truth  of  that  common  proverb,  They  who  swim  in 
;-...j,  ilmll  sink  i«  iOirow. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

AdornM  with  all  that  heaven  or  eartli  could  give 

To  make  her  amiable MILTON". 

How  doubly  dreadful  is  Death,  when  it  hurries 
away  an  affrighted  and  unprepared  soul  from  all 
the  splendour  and  pomp  of  earthly  greatness ; 
from  noble  mansions;  elegant  gardens;  beautiful 
and  extensive  parks;  numerous  attendants  ;  large 
possessions  ;  and  all  the  bright  circle  of  sublu- 
nary grandeur!  "  And  must  I  leave  these? 
Curse  upon  my  fate;  must  I  leave  all  these?" 
snid  the  noble  Publio,  as  stretched  upon  the  bed 
of  disease,  he  lay  struggling  with  unconquerable 
pain,  like  a  wild  bull  in  the  net ;  impatient  and 
restless  under  the  hand  of  Omnipotence,  as  the 
untamed  lion  in  the  toils  of  the  Lybian  hunter. 

Yes,  Public,  thou  must  leave  all  these;  and 
proud  and  vain  as  thou  hast  been  of  thy  titles  and 
honours,  as  much  elevated  as  thou  hast  thought 
thyself  above  thy  fellow. mortals,  thou  mast  now 
at  length  experience,  that  death  levels  all  dislinc- 
tions,  and  strikes  at  thee  with  as  cruel  unconcern 
as  he  strikes  at  the  meanest  peasant  who  toils  inf 
the  mighbcuring  fields*.  Why  will  men  forget 
this  obvious  truth?  Surely  if  the  rich  and  noble 
would  bear  it  in  mind,  it  would  be  a  powerful 
check  against  every  motion  of  pride,  and  would 
instantly  crush  the  least  appearance  of  elation. 

If  we  look  to  this  world  only,  how  superior 
are  the  advantages  which  the  great  and  wealthy 
enjoy;  ho\v  infinitely  superior  to  those  whidh  the 
poor  and  moan  possess?  But  if  we  look  beyond 

*  Alms  reqno  pu!s»t  fc.'.f.  paupcrum  Ubernns, 

iU^umqce  turves.  1IOR 
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the  prevent  scene,  nay,  if  we  look  only  on  the 
parting  moment,  how  great  advantages  have  the 
serious  poor  over  the  thoughtless  ri<  h  ?  Poverty 
denies  to  men  the  employment  of  almost  evrry 
thing  which  the  wealthy  call  convenient  and  com. 
fortable;  much  more  of  what  they  call  elegant 
and  pleasureable.  But  poverty  disengages  the 
affections  from  this  transitory  scene,  and,  de- 
priving men  of  the  enjoyment,  renders  them  more 
indifferent  to  their  continuance  in  the  world.  He 
"who  has  nothing  to  leave  behind  him,  must  be 
supposed  to  quit  the  stage  with  infinite  less  regret 
than  he  who  is  surrounded  with  every  thing  that 
can  elevate  the  desires,  or  delight  the  heart  of 
man*.  Now,  if  we  were  steady  to  our  Christian 
principles,  and  fixed  in  our  pursuits  of  the  bless- 
ings of  eternity,  doubUess,  in  this  view,  poverty 
•would  be  very  far  from  being  esteemed  an  evil. 

But  let  us  not  conceal  the  truth  ;  there  is  often 
more  of  en?y  and  chagrin  in  our  strictures  on 
wealth  and  greatness,  than  a  real  contempt  of 
these  idols,  or  a  true  Christian  renunciation  of 
them.  And  it  is  to  be  feared,  that  our  remarks 
respecting  their  possessors,  are  frequently  stretch- 
ed beyond  the  line  of  truth.  It  is  a  point,  of 
which  long  experience  and  close  observation  have 
left  no  room  to  doubt,  that  the  great  are  not  the 
happy:  I  mecn,  that  true  felicity,  and  an  exalt- 
ed state,  have  no  natural  and  necessary  con- 
nexion t.  Yet  am  J  equally  satisfied,  that  the  poor 

*  Hence  the  rich  may  learn  not  to  despise  the  poor,  while  the  poor 
are  Uugftt  not  to  envy  or  covet  the  riches  of  the  affluent,  the  honours 
9f  the  noble,  or  possessions  of  the  creat. 
t  Remember,  man,  the  universal  Cause 
-Act*  not  ty  paitial,  but  ly  gcn'rat  laws; 
And  nvkes  what  Happiness  we  justly  call, 
Subsiit  not  iu  the  go»d  «f  «ne,  but  all.  POPE, 
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are  not  happy.  If  the  distributing,  anxious,  and 
higher  passions,  molest  the  repose  of  the  former, 
the  chagrining  and  vexatious  passions  sufficiently 
ruffle  the  quiet  of  the  latter.  In  great  goodness 
and  condescension  to  his  creatures,  the  all-wise 
Disposer  of  all  things  had  made  happiness  pecu- 
liar to  no  state,  and  attainable  in  all;  it  is  a  plant 
which  will  thrive  in  every  soil,  though  some  may 
be  more  kindly  to  it  than  others:  1  have  seen  it 
blooming  in  ail  the  verdure  of  the  most  flourish, 
ing  palm-tree,  in  the  splendid  palace  of  the  noble: 
I  have  seen  it  fresh,  beautiful,  and  fragrant,  in 
the  lowly  dwelling  of  the  peaceful  and  contented 
cottager:  for  the  true  Christian  is  the  happy 
man  ;  and  he  who  is  indeed  a  Christian,  will  find 
peace  and  joy ;  whether  in  a  cottage  or  a  palace. 
What  could  have  deprived  the  gay,  the  young, 
the  noble,  the  ingenious,  and  most  accomplished 
Altamout^  of  happiness  superlatively  pleasing, 
hid  he  but  known  and  practised  the  precepts  of 
that  divine  religion,  whose  excellence  is  sumcient- 
ly  marked  by  the  name  of  him  who  revealed  it, 
Jttftu  C/<mf,  the  eternal  Son  of  God?  Every 
earthly  bliss  crouded  around  the  noble  young 
man,  sedulous  to  present  themselves,  and  anxious 
to  otfer  their  sweets  to  his  acceptance.  Elegant 
mansions,  highly  furnished  with  all  that  art  could 
bestow,  were  ready  provided  for  him;  parks 
beautified  with  the,  finest  lawns  and  most  exten- 
sive prospects,  stretched  themselves  around  him  : 
ample  taiates  were  in  his  possession,  sufficient  to 
.supply  every  necessity  ;  and  sufficient  for  calls  of 
ma  :•  jfi.-ence.  liberality,  and  charity:  and  Heaven 
had  uiessed  him  \vith  a  mind  caparious  of  the 
largest  eojoymeuts,  and  with  sense  equal  to  the 
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most  elegant  refinements.  Happy  peculiarity — 
Heaven  had  blessed  him  also  with  an  amiable  con. 
sort,  whose  virtuous  endearments  were  themselves 
sufficient  to  have  constituted  solid  bliss,  and  in 
whose  love,  scarce  a  man  exists,  who  would  not 
have  thought  himself  crowned  with  his  heart's 
full  content. 

Ah  !  wretched  Altamont^ — the  want  of  that 
Christian  virtue  which  alone  will  felicitate,  rob- 
bed thee  of  the  enjoyment  of  all  these  blessings, 
and  brought  thee,  in  early  youth,  to  untimely 
death;  thy  soul  undone,  thy  fortune  ruined,  thy 
wife  broken-hearted,  and  thy  orphan  beggared ! 
— ah,  Tain  and  worthless  nobility! — what  avail- 
ed to  thy  miserable  remains,  the  nodding  plumes, 
and  the  escutcheoned  herse,  with  all  the  pomp  of 
funeral  solemnity  !  Here  thou  liest,  mouldering 
in  the  velvet-clad  coffin  ;  and  1,  so  much  beneath 
thee  in  station,  can  weep  thy  sad  fate,  and  com- 
rnjsserate  thee,  thou  fallen  son  of  greatness! 

Oh,  ye  nobles  of  the  earth  !  consider  and  be 
MJse.  Nobility,  without  virtue,  is  but  a  polish- 
ed shaff,  more  quick  and  keen  to  destroy; — 
adorned  with  Christian  faith,  it  is  a  coronet  of 
gold,  graceful  and  honourable  to  the  brow*;  it 
will  dignify  you  in  time,  and  add  honour  to  your 
greatest  honours  in  eternity. 

So  thought  the  incomparable  lady,  who^e  sad 
relics  I  view  with  joy  ;  and  am  transported  to 
iind,  in  this  doleful  vault,  an  inscription  like  <he 
following  over  her  honoured  remains.  Let  us 
peruse  it,  and  leave  it  to  our  reader's  reflection. 

u  Here  rests  the  body  of  MARY,  Counters  of 

*  Greatness  alone  in  Tirln.cs  understood; 
!Nouc'&  tru'y  great  bul  lie  who's  tiu'J  gco3. 
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• — ,  &c. — who  departed  this  life,  Sec. 

whom  it  were.-  unpardonable  to  lay  down  in  si- 
lence, anil  of  whom  it  is  difficult  to  speak  with 
justice;  for  her  just  character  will  look  like  flat, 
tery,  and  the  least  abatement  of  it  as  an  injury 
to  her  memory*. 

"  In  every  condition  of  life  she  was  a  pattern 
to  h'jr  sex  ;  appeared  mistress  of  those  peculiar 
qualities  which  were  requisite  to  conduct  her 
through  it  with  honour,  and  never  failed  to  ex- 
t;rt  them  in  their  proper  seasons  to  the  utmost 
advantage. 

"  She  was  modest  without  affectation,  easy  with- 
out levity,  and  reserved  without  pride.  Shu  knew 
how  to  stoop  without  sinking,  and  to  gain  people's 
a  Sections  without  lessening  fhoir  regard. 

*:S!ve  was  careful  without  anxiety,  frugal  with- 
out parsimony  ;  not  at  all  fond  of  the  superfluous 
trappings  of  greatness,  yet  abridged  herself  of 
nothing  which  her  quality  required. 

"  Her  piety  was  exemplary,  her  charity  uni- 
versal. 

fch  She  found  herself  a  widow  in  the  beginning 
of  her  life,  when  the  temptations  of  honour, 
beauty,  youth,  and  pleasure,  were  in  their  full 
strength;  yet  she  made  them  all  give  way  to  the 
interest  of  her  family,  and  betook  herself  entire- 
ly to  the  matron's  part  f. 

"  The  education  of  her  children  engrossed  all 
"h  -r  care  ;  no  charge  was  spared  in  the  cultivation 
of  their  minds,  nor  any  pains  in.  the  improvement 
of  their  fortunes. 

*  Pniiseson  tombs  are  titles  vainly  spent, 

A  m-ia's  good  name  is  hi->  br-st  monument. 

t  1'V.w  widows  in  tlie  pTsent  c^-ty,  God  knows,  de-^rvc  this  charao 
tu,  o.  alitVc  10  mutate  .-o  i>r«i:,e'\voril)^  aa  example. 
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fct  In  a  word,  she  was  truly  wise, — truly  ho- 
nourable,— and  truly  good. 

u  More  can  scarce  be  said;  and  yet  he  who 
said  this  knew  her  well,  and  is  well  assured  that 
he  has  said  nothing  which  either  veracity  or  mo- 
desty should  oblige  him  to  suppress*. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

"Why  -til  this  toil  for  triumphs  of  an  hour? 

Wnat  though  "we  wade  in  wealth,  or  soar  in  fame, 

Earth's  highest  stotiou  ends  in,  '•  Here  he  l>es;" 

And  "  Diist  to  das t,"  concludes  her  noblest  soug.      YOUNG. 

FROM  the  vault,  where  rest  the  precious  remains 
of  the  great  and  noble,  I  ascended  into  the  Church, 
and  was  immediately  led  to  that  part  of  the  sacred 
edifice  which  is  dedicated  to  the  memory  of  these 
illustrious  personages.  What  superb  monuments  ! 
what  elaborate  decorations!  what  pompous  in- 
scriptions !  what  high-sounding  epitaphs  ! — One 
would  imagine,  from  a  perusal  of  these,  that  all 
the  sons  and  daughters  of  this  noble  house,  like 
those  mentioned  in  another  sacred  place,  were 
valiant  and  virtuous. — But,  alas!  even  tombs  are 
taught  to  flatter  and  to  lie. 

How  strong  is  the  desire  of  pre-eminence  in 
the  human  breast!  we  wish  to  pn-serve  it  even 
in  death.  in  some  respects  it  may  be  well  so  to 
do:  but  what  vanity  can  be  so  truly  contemptible, 
as  that  which  assigns  a  large  sum  of  money,  to 
the  erecting  a  splendid  monument,  serving  to 
pt-rj.  tuate  only  the  erector's  folly  and  pride! — • 
Let  tht  truly  virtuous,  and  truly  good,  the  friends 

*  The  reader  may  be  assured  of  the  truth  of  what  is  here,  delivered, 
aa  this  character  was  penned  by  that  excellent  prelate  Dr.  Hough, 
iw;».t  .\  Bishop  01"  ll't.-rf  ester. 
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to  society,  and  the  ornaments  of  religion,  be  dis- 
tinguished in  death;  for  the  rest,  \vhatevertitles 
they  bear,  or  honours  they  boast,  they  an*  but 
empty  names — let  them  be  consigned  to  oblivion 
and  to  dust*! 

What  a  foppery  and  false  taste  discovers  itself 
in  some  of  these  fantastic  monuments  before  me, 
the  emblems  of  which  it  is  more  difficult  to  de- 
cipher, than  the  darkest  shades  of  au  allegoric; 
poem  !  what  absurdity  and  profaneness  glare  in 
others!  Melhinks  1  am  transported,  by  some  in- 
visible power,  while  1  gaze,  from  a  Christian 
church,  into  one  of  the  heathen  temples;  for 
their  deities  crowd  around  me,  sculptured  with 
all  the  pride  of  heart,  while  I  can  decern  a  me- 
dallion onl)  of  him  to  whose  memory  the  monu- 
ment is  consecrated  !  It  looks  as  if  the  noble 
dead  had  renounced  their  dependence  upon  Christ 
aiul  his  Gospel;  and  returned  to  th<-  worship  of 
those  heathen  divinities,  into  whose  hands  they 
seem  to  commend  their  fame. 

But  while  1  turn  away  with  disgust  from  these 
fine,  but  misapplied  etiorts  of  art — thatel<  gnt»fly 
simple  monument  strikes  and  delights  me.  it  is 
the  statue  of  the  late  Duke  of :  It  is  finish- 
ed in  the  highest  taste;  it  atfords  the  most  exact 
resemblance  of  his  person  :  the  posture  is  the 
most  natural  and  easy  ;  proper  for  the  place,  se- 
rious and  contemplative  :  It  is  raised  on  a  plain 
but  beautiful  pedestal  ;  there  are  no  fantastic  de- 
corations; the  inscription  contains  nothing  mote 
than  the  name  of  this  worthy  nobleman,  the  date 

*  [f  we  cannot  speak  well  of  our  dereased  fr.'low  or<> .tares,  w* 
had  better  he  silent  concer ning  them.  "  DC  martins  nil.  nisi  fanui))!.," 
is  *  very  suitable  motto  for  reflections  on  deceased  tmuds,  lelatires, 
•r  hcquaintaoc*. 
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of  his  birth  and  death,  and  the  detail  of  his  illus. 
trious  issue.  There  needs  no  more ;  his  virtues 
live  in  the  faithful  memory  of  his  friends,  and  of 
his  country  ;  and  time  itself  cannot  obliterate  the 
impression  which  his  beneficence  hath  made  on 
the  hearts  of  the  distressed.  But  could  time  ef, 
face  these,  should  they  be  universally  forgotten, 
yet  will  they  be  had  in  everlasting  remembrance 
before  God,  the  eternal  rewarder  of  those  who 
live  to  do  good;  who  make  the  blessings  vouch- 
safed to  them  by  a  kind  Providence,  the  exalted 
means  of  felicity  to  others*.  Such  actions  in  life, 
will  smooth  the  rough  brow  of  death,  and  render 
the  departure  from  honours  and  opulence  not 
only  easy,  but  joyful  ! 

Me  thinks,  as  I  stand  contemplating  this  ani. 
mated  statue,  I  can  fancy  its  noble  original  before 
me,  as  1  often  have  seen  him,  and  imagine  [  hear 
him  thus  addressing  me:  "  See  the  end  of  all 
human  grandeur,  and  learn  to  think  nothing  great 
in  mortality  ;  nothing  can  be  truly  great  which  is 
uncertain  ;  nothing  can  be  truly  good  which  must 
shortly  have  an  end.  Erewhile  I  flourished  in  all 
the  verdure  which  human  existence  can  boast; 
high  in  binh,  high  in  honours  !  dignified  with  the 
royal  favour;  abounding  in  wealth,  and  of  con. 
sequence  courted  and  flattered  by  the  obsequious 
crowd. 

'c  In  this  elevated  state  I  forgot  not  myself; 
I  remembered  that  I  was  a  Man  ;  that  I  was  to 
give  an  account  to  a  superior  tribunal,  and  that 
my  punishment  or  reward  would  be  pronounced 
according  to  the  improvement  or  abuse  of  the 

*  V.'ould  to  God  snrh  ri«htpons  persons  were  ofteacr  to  be  found 
amo'.ig  tlie  aoble  aud  t'»e  great  oiies  of  tlie  e«rth. 
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trust  reposed  in  me.  When,  therefore,  the  solemn 
summons  cam*1,  when  I  heard  the  alarming  voice, 
'  Thou  must  die!'  1  was  not  confounded,  though 
impressed  with  awe;  commending  myself  to  the 
Father  of  resides,  1  resigned  his  earthly  favouis 
with  complacency  and  thankfulness,  in  fhe  joyful 
and  animating  hopes  of  a  future  and  better  state*. 

"  Had  my  conduct  been  the  revc-rs*-  of  this, 
•what  should  J  have  gained,  or  rather  what  should 
I  not  have  lost  ?  for  my  pomp  and  power  could 
not  havearrested  the  strokeof  o>a»b,  which  would 
have  pierced  my  heart  wi;h  agony  inexpressible, 
as  separating  me  from  all  things  d<  sireable  here 
below,  and  removing  me  to  a  world  where  I  can 
neither  have  hope  nor  desire. — Mine  was  a  better 
choice:  the  remembrance  of  death  taught  me  wis- 
dom f  ;  for  they  who  remember  death  will  assur- 
edly be  wise  J  , 

This  is  an  important  iruth :  The  abuse  of  life 
proceeds  from  the  forgetfulness  of  death  §  .  When 
men  fix  their  standards  upon  the  earth,  and  vain. 
)y  propose  (bis  transitory  scene  as  the  end  of  their 
being,  "and  the  object  of  fheir  love,  what  errors 
and  evils  are  the  consequences;  what  fearful  dis- 

*  The  apostle  Paul  had  a  desire  to  depart,  arid  why?  because  he 
•was  asMircd  he  should  bo  with  Chri-t.  wliirh  he  knew  wi*s  f«r  better 
than  to  continue  in  t'lis  present  evil  WOT  Id,  surrounded  with  enemies, 
exposed  to  temptations,  and  at  a  distance  from  him  whom  his  soul 
loved.  Philip,  i,  2*. 

t  l)e»th  !  the  great  c-"»untellor.  w!io  man  inspires 
With  t'very  nohle  thought  and  fairer  deed ; 
Jiii  h  d<-.ath,  that  re«il:z»s  nil  my  carrs; 
Toils,  virtues,  hopes,  without  U  «  chimera; 
!)»•.. th.  of  ail  pain  the  period,  uoi  w'joy. 
Death  wounds  to  cure,  we  f«il,  we  usr,  we  rei^n; 
S|,Mn<r  from  our  fVtters,  f.t.U  r  in  thr  skies; 

Thek.iig  of  tcr.orsis  the  prune  of  peace.    XIGHT  THOUGHTS. 
1  Ileufronomy  rrrt't.  29* 

j T!ic'in.tn  who  tousecratcs  his  hours, 

Ky  vicious  effort  and  an  hone.it  aim, 

At  OLCC  h«  draws  th*  Rtinpor  liti-  ,.ud  denth.  Dr.  YOUNG 

•    i  3 
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appointments  here,  and  what  horrid  punishment 
awaits  them  hereafter. 

This  was  the  case  >vith  the  famous  Cardinal, 
of  the  noble  house  of  Beaufort ^  who,  much  un. 
like  that  amiable  nobleman,  whose  character  we 
have  been  just  considering,  remembered  not  that 
wealth  and  greatness  w«-re  insignificant  and  una. 
vailing  to  stay  the  hand  of  death  ;  and  that,  gain, 
ed  by  indirect  methods,  they  prove,  in  the  con. 
elusion,  a  never.djing  worm  to  the  guilty  and  dis- 
tracted conscience.  When,  therefore,  as  history 
informs  us,  he  was  arrested  in  his  mad  career, 
and  all  the  terrors  of  death  were  marshalled  in 
horrid  array  before  him,  thus  he  complained,  and 
thus  vented  his  afflicted  soul  to  his  weeping  friends 
around*: — And  must  I  then  die?  will  not  all 
my  riches  save  me?  I  could  purchase  the  king, 
dom,  if  that  would  prolong  my  life  What !  is 
there  no  bribing  of  death  * — When  my  nephew  the 
Duke  of  Bedford  died,  I  thought  my  happiness 
and  authority  greatly  increased  ;  but  the  Duke 
of  Gloucester's  death,  raised  me  in  imagination  to 
a  level  even  with  kings  ;  and  1  thought  of  nothing 
hut  accumulating  still  greater  wealth,  to  purchase 
at  length  the  triple  crown  ! — Alas,  how  are  my 
hopes  disappointed  ! — wherefore,  O  my  friends, 
let  me  earnestly  beseech  you  to  pray  for  me,  and 
recommend  my  departing  soul  to  Godf. 

*  Sr-e  Ilarpsfield's  History. 

t  (Jarrimhl  Ueuifort  vfnt  of  royal  extraction;  he  was  tl'C  "on  of 
John  ot  Gdui  t  Duke  of  Lancaster,  by  his  third  wife.  Catharine  S\vm- 
foid  :  he  was  commonly  called  the  rich  Cardinal  of  Winchester  He 
<heJ  in  1447.  Shakespeare,  who  generally  preseives  historical  trutK 
very  exotfy,  in  h'&  second  p^rt  of  Henry  Vl  hath  given  us,  in  hve.y 
colours,  a  ueur;p  iori  of  the  Cardinal's  death 

Scene,  the  Cardinal's  Bed-Chamber. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Salisbury,  and  Wai  wick,  to  the  Cardinal  inbcd, 

Ji'.  U.  H»w  fire*  iry  Lord?  speak,  Beaufort,  to  thy  sovereign. 
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Oh  what  an  end  was  this  ! — what  availed  this 
unhappy  great  man,  that,  sacrificing  to  his  amhi. 
tion  some  of  the  most  sacred  duties  of  humanity 
he  died  possessed  of  a  sum  superior  to  what,  per- 
haps, any  subject  before  him  had  possessed  ? 
AVhat  availed  it,  that  amidst  the  terrors  of  death 
he  consigned  large  sums  to  charitable  offices?  and, 
least  of  all,  what  could  avail  (he  ten  thousand 
masses  which  he  ordered  to  be  said  for  his  de- 
parted soul  ?  Heaven  is  not  to  be  purchased  with 
gold,  nor  the  favour  of  God  to  be  bought  with 
money.  Our  redemption  was  not  perfected  by 
such  corruptible  things,  but  by  the  precious  blood 

Card.  If  thou  br'st  dead,  I'll  give  thee  England's  treasure, 
Enough  to  purchase  such  another  island, 
So  thou  wilt  let  me  live  and  feel  no  pain. 

K.  H.  Ah  !  what  a  sign  it  is  of  evil  life, 
Where  death's  approach  is  seen  so  terrible! 

War.  Beaufort,  it  is  thy  sovereign  speaks  to  the*. 

Card.  Bring  roe  upon  my  trial  when  you  will. 
Dy  <1  hej  not  in  his  bed?  where  should  iie  dit!  , ..'. 

C«n  1  m<ike  men  live  whether  they  will  or  no? 

Oh,  torture  me  no  more,  1  will  confess 

Alive  again  ?  then  show  me  where  he  is; 
I'll  give  a  thousand  pounds  to  look  upon  him.— 
He  hath  no  eyes,  the  dust  huth  blinded  them : 
Comb  down  his  hair :  look,  look !  it  stands  upright, 
Like  lime  twigs  stt  to  catch  my  winged  soul, 
(live  me  some  drink,  and  bid  tu'  apothecary 
linn?  the  strong  poison  that  1  bought  of  him! 

K.  H.  O,  thou  eternal  Mover  of  the  heavens, 
Look  with  a  gentle  eye  upon  this  wretch; 
Oh  beat  away  the  busy  meddling  fiend 
Thitt  lays  strong  siege  upon  this  wretch's  sou), 
And  from  his  bosom  puige  this  blwck  despair. 

War.  See  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  make  him  giia. 

Sal.  Disturb  him  nqt,  let  him  pass  peaceably. 

K.  H.  Peace  to  his  soul,  if  Go-l's  good  pleasure  be  ' 
Lord  Cardinal,  if  tliou  think'st  on  Heaven's  biisi, 
Life  up  thy  hand,  make  signal  of  thy  hope. 
—  He  dies  and  makes  uo  signs.-  O  God  forgive  him! 

H'ur.  So  bad  a  death  argues  a  monstrous  life. 

K.  H.  Fprnear  to  judge,  for  we  are  sinners  nil. 
Close  up  his  cyws,  and  draw  the  cut  tain:  touud, 
And  let  us  all  to  meditation 

J  Meaning  the  Duke  of  Gloucester,  of  vho$«  rrur-Jf  r  lie  "&*.t  T.I- 
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tf  Jesus  Christ^  as  of  a  lamb  without  blemish, 
and  without  spot! — and  be  who,  after  an  evil  life, 
thinks  to  conciliate  the  regard  of  -he  Most  High, 
l>y  donations  and  masses,  dies  in  a  mistake  as 
gross  and  fa  al  as  that  whejiin  he  lived. 

Indeed,  to  the  honour  of  the  Protestant  church, 
•we  must  observe,  that  this  mo*t  destructive  of  all 
errors  is  seldom  found  within  her  pale,  at  least 
in  comparison  with  its  frequency  in  the  Romish 
church,  where  the  religious  orders  are  led  to  de- 
ceive even  the  souls  of  dying  men,  for  the  sake 
of  accumulating  wealth  to  their  own  societies. 
Shocking  and  dreadful ;  how  contrary  to  the  tenor 
of  that  Gospel,  by  which  we  are  assured  that  the 
truly  humble  hearr,  and  penitent  desire,  a  lively 
faith,  and  unassembling  sorrow,  can  alone  re- 
commend us  to  the  Father  of  Heaven,  through 
the  merits  and  intercession  of  his  only  begotten 
Son  ! 

Before  1  conclude  this  chapter,  let  me  point 
out  to  my  reader  a  noble  penitent  of  the  Pro- 
testant communion,  as  a  contrast  to  this  cardinal 
of  the  church  of  Rome:  The  late  Earl  of  Ro- 
chester, I  mean,  whose  life  was  defiled  with  every 
vice,  but  whose  death  was  distinguished  by  the 
most  exemplary  repentance — a  repentance,  not 
shown  by  external  gifts,  and  by  appointment  of 
repeated  masses  for  his  soul,  but  by  inward  con- 
trition, and  a  real  sorrow  for  his  past  sins,  by  a 
desire  to  undo  all  the  evil  he  had  done,  and  to 
s(op  the  current  of  all  the  mischief,  which  unhap- 
pily owed  its  source  to  him  ;  by  an  unfeigned  ap- 
plication to  the  only  Redeemer  of  lost  sinners, 
and  a  fixed  resolution  to  amend  his  life  (if  that 
life  should  be  spared)  and  to  be  as  exemplary  in 
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holiness  as  he  had  been  infamous  in  the  practice 
of  every  vice.  This  is  true  reptntance*;  and 
such  a  penitent  Christ  will  assuredly  redeem,  as 
TV  ell  from  the  guilt  as  from  the  defilement  of  his 
accumulated  iniquities. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Trke  physic,  pomp: 

Lxpo-<e  tliy>rlf  to  feel  wn*t  wretches  frel, 

Thai  thou  m»ye-t  sh*ke  the  supeiflux  to  them. 

And  show  the  hes-vens  more  just.  SHAKESPEARE. 

HIGH  in  hral;h,  and  recumbent  on  the  downy 
breast  of  prosperity  and  indulgence,  Securns  re- 
jects our  reflections  with  disdain,  and  will  not, 
cannot  bear  to  hear  of  Death,  the  cruel  spoiler 
of  all  his  earthly  comforts.  kt  Away  with  the 
melancholy  strain  (he  cries)  I  cannot  endure  the 
voice  of  this  gloomy  contemplative.  Let  him  not 
approach  to  disturb  my  repose,  nor,  like  the 
hoarse  and  ill-boding  raven,  croak  his  fatal  ad- 
monitions in  mine  ears."  *Ah,  mistaken  mortal, 
what  troubles  art  thou  treasuring  up  for  a  futurn 
moment !  pity  him,  Heaven,  who  has  no  pity 
for  himself!  We  will  leave  him,  then,  though 
with  sorrow  and  compassionate  regret,  and  en- 
treat thy  attendance,  O  serious  and  Christian 
reader  (who  art  not  afraid  to  view  these  mourn- 
ful but  instructive  scenes)  to  the  sick,  the.  d\  ing 
bed  of  the  poor  man  •}-,  DOW  that  we  have  visited 
together  the  superb  vault  of  the  (iffiutnt  and  noble. 
If  thou  art  rich,  perhaps  thou  hast  never  been 

•  True  repeutonce  is  a  blessed  token  of  the  tbre'ivenncfs  of  sins. 
!None  ever  truly  repented  of  sin  witrout  its  beiiif?  pardoned,  through 
tiie  ments  of  Jesus'  blood,  which  cleanses  from  alt  siu. 

t  C*ny  me,  my  feet,  to  the  temple  of  the  Lord  ;  to  the  beds  of  the 
sick  ;  and  the  houi»s  of  the  poor.  HERVEY'S  3IBDITAT1OM.S. 
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called  to  so  sad  a  scene,  and  (he  sight  of  it  may- 
teach  thee  gratitude  and  content*:  if  thou  art 
|}oor,  it  will  affect  thy  heart,  and  load  thee  lo  a 
serious  concern  of  futurity ;  that  both  temporal 
ami  eternal  evils  may  not  be  thy  deplorable  !ot. 

Come,  then,  and  let  me  lead  thee  up  these,  nar- 
row and  miserable  stans,  to  the  wretched  apart- 
ment, whither  I  myself  was  erowhile  led,  nnd 
where  the  poor  man  lies  languishing  on  the  bed 
of  emaciating  disease !  S^esf  thou  this  dismal 
dwelling,  foul,  wretched,  and  offensive? 

Hear,  the  wind  whistles  through  the  shattered 
en  semen  f,  iil  defended  by  vile  rags  and  darkened 
paper,  sure  mark  of  penury  and  distress  +. 

Seest  thou  that  wretched  object,  pale  and 
meagre,  wilh  haggard,  staring  eyes,  and  beard  un- 
shaven, stretched  upon  those  flocks,  with  not  a 
curtain  round  him,  and  with  scarce  a  cover  tp 
conceal  his  wasted  body  ? 

Turn  round,  and  view  upon  the  floor  another 
miserable  heap  of  tatters.  It  is  the  bed  of  two 
poor  children  of  this  afflicted  sufferer !  and  this, 
this  place  of  woe,  is  the  only  habitation  which 
receives  and  hides  the  Iveads  of  thes<  poor  and 
helpless  children,  with  their  wretched  inosher  and 
l.tin  self !  Tha!  woman,  bathed  in  tears,  and  cloth, 
ed.  in  the  ragged  garments  of  poverty,  is  {he  wife, 
the  mother  of  these  unfortunate  children — hapless 
wife!  and  still  more  hapless  mother. 

But  though  narrow  this  apartment,  though  of- 

*  We  nre  incited  to  the  rclip.ftof  misery  by  the  ronsriousness  lhnt  we 
have  ll-n  s<rne  aaturr  with  the  sufferer  ;  that  we    r<-  in  d  -r  ft  r  of  the 

nn;e  ciistrnssts;  and  may  sometimes  be  obliged  to  implmi-  tl 
.ssisiaiiio.  JOHNSON'S  IDLl'.K. 

t Sore  pir.rc'd  by  wintry  winds, 

How  many 'Shrink  iutu  the  sordid  jjut 

Or  u.eeriess  poveitv.  THOMSON'S  SE.VSC:  NS. 
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fonslve  and  foul,  it  *ould  well  suffice,  nnd  be  but 
lift lo  complained  of,  did  not  want,  cruel  want, 
here  too  fix  her  dreary  abode;  could  the  mother 
supply  the  importunate  demands  of  her  hungry 
children,  or  alle?iate  the  pains  and  sufferings  of 
her  oppressed  husband.  I3ut,  alas!  the  parish 
wihhholds  relief  from  aliens  to  its  rights,  and  how 
shal!  the  chariiy  of  th?  beneficent  find  out,  in  their 
obscure  retreats,  the  stranger  and  unknown  ? 

Nay,  but  even  poverty  itself,  with  all  its  dire 
necessities,  might  patiently  be  borne, — well,  very 
well,  it'  fiducial  dependance  upon  God  was  but 
found  in  the  sufferer's  heart ;  if  ht-avenly  hope 
dwelt  in  the  afflicted  breast ;  if  there  was  any 
prospect  of  an  happy  issue,  when  all  these  mourn, 
ful  trials  are  overpast,  and  the  soul  safely  landed 
on  a  future  blessed  and  eternal  shore !  but  for 
this  we  inquire  in  vain  :  from  the  want  of  it  pro- 
ceeds far  the  greater  part  of  these  evils.  When 
1  came  to  talk  with  Egeno  (so  call  we  this  poor 
man)  concerning  his  soul,  his  faith,  his  hope,  and 
future  expectations;  he  fixed  his  eyes  upon  me 
with  the  most  unutterable  anguish,  and  elevating 
his  emaciated  hand,  sighed  out,  "  Alas!  alas! 
Sir,  sur*  1  shall  recover!" — u  Bat,  if  you  should 
not  (said  I)  as  God  knows  there  appears  but  little 
probability — what  then !  what  says  your  con. 
science?" — "  f  cannot  tell,  (he  replied)  f  know 
I  have  not  been  so  good  as  I  ought ;  but,  if  I 
live,  I  will  endeavour  to  be  better*. 

1  turned  to  his  wife,  to  ask  somewhat  of  his 
past  life;  aiid  to  know  whether,  during  his  long 

•  This  is  often  the  language  of  persons  in  si<  kne^- ,  who  have  lived 
ifliOM'ntless  01  Go  :,  their  immortal  souls,  aud  a  future  Mate  ;  but,  .-Us' 
lio\?  seldom  (tnougn  life  is  spared)  do  tii*y  perform  th«irbtd  ijroau=«s 
•t  ameuduHrnt  a 
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illness  (for  he  has  been  long  declining)  he  had 
t  ver  shown  any  concern  lor  his  soul,  or  whether 
she  -had  ever  read  to  him  for  his  instruction  ? 
Weak  and  wretched  as  he  vias,  he  could  reply, 
v.  ith  abundant  acrimony,  "She  instruct  me! — 
No,  she  had  better  first  instruct  herself  ^  she  wan  is 
it  most."  What  greater  shock  could  a  humane 
heart  feel,  than  to  perceive  a  fierce  altercation 
lik<  ly  to  ensue  between  two  persons  so  mutually 
and  so  deeply  distressed  !  I  interposed  with  seme 
authority  ;  and  endeavoured  with  ail  my  power 
to  set  forth  the  dreadful  terrors  of  futurity  before 
Ois  e\es  of  this  unawakened  sinner,  just,  just 
;:'\)ut  to  launch — Oh  horrible — into  its  a'.vful 
guiph  !  from  whence  there  is  no  return. 

He  heard  me  with  attention,  and  I  perceived 
at  length  a  tear  stealing  down  his  pallid  chvcks. 
"  I  have  bt  en  miserable  (said  (he  poor  unhappy 
object)  all  the  d^ys  of  my  life;  and  now  I  per- 
ceive  that  I  must  he  miserable  through  all  eter- 
nily  too?"  Upon  hearing  this,  \te  could  oone  of 
lis  refrain  from  tears.  Oh,  who  could  refrain, 
to  see  a  fellow. creature  lying  in  this  exquisite  dis- 
tress, soul  and  body  equally  estranged  from  com. 
fort,  health,  and  ease? — Oh,  who  couid  refrain, 
to  s^e  a  fellow. creature  thus  about  to  perish,  ig- 
norant and  hopeless,  in  a  land  where  the  glad 
tidings  of  the  gospel  are  so  constantly  and  uni- 
versalfy  preached  • 

Moved  with  compassion.  I  endeavoured  to  offer 
some  conso'ation — the  utmost  which  I  dared  to 
4>ffer: — for  alas  ;  how  can  the  ministers  of  L'krixt 
exceed  their  commission ;  how  can  they  speak 
peace  to  those  to  -whom  there  is  no  peace*. — But 

*  There  is  no  peace  saith  my  God  to  the  wicked.       ls<i.  .riviii.  C2. 
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ray  offers  were  unavailing;  he  told  me,  "  he  had 
led  a  wicked  and  a  careless  life,  and  now  he  found 
that  the  end  of  it  was  sorrow  and  despair."  After 
every  argument  to  rouse  and  to  console,  I  joined 
in  prayer  with  him  and  his  wretched  household; 
and,  exhorting  him  to  earnest  prayer,  and  fervent 
supplication  for  himself  to  the  Father  of  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  I  left  them,  designing  on  the 
morrow  to  renew  my  visit. 

But  from  this  melancholy  office  I  was  prevent, 
ed  by  his  wife,  who  came  in  the  morning  to  in- 
form me  that  he  expired  in  the  night;  expired 
regardless,  as  it  seemed,  of  every  thing;  utterly 
•stupid,  senseless,  and  unheeding.  •«« 

And  thus  too  often  it  happens,  that  the  ininisJter^ 
is  sent  for  when  the  soul  is  at  the  last  gasp*^ 
when  all  hope  is  given  up,  and  when  all  our. en- 
jdeavours,  alas!  are  as  inefficacious  as  pouring 
water  into  a  sieve.  During  almost  a  twelvemonth's 
illness,  Egeno  thought  not  of  God,  of  repentance, 
or  of  death.  Just  when  the  lamp  of  life  was  go- 
ing out,  just  when  the  trembling  soul  fluttered 
on  the  verge  of  eternity,  the  alarm  was  given,  and 
all  was  confusion,  disorder,  and  dismay.  His 
whole  life  was  a  scene  of  care,  of  toil,  of  discon. 
tent,  and  sin.  Neglectful,  wholly  neglectful  of 
religion,  his  Sabbaths  were  passed  in  trifling  or 
drunkenness;  the  scanty  pittance  he  gained  by 
his  labour  was  too  comrnor.ly  condemned' before 
it  was  earned  ;  and  his  wife  and  children  bewail.- 

*  Too  many  j-ppr^r,  in  ti.e  views  of  death,  to  place  too  much  dppen- 
dence  on.  to>  much  confidence  in,  aud  encourage  themselves  top 
much  from  re<e;vins  tiiu  sacrament  (at  the  hands  of  a  clereyiBrtn)  to  ' 
Lope  th«t  ail  will  be  well  with  them  after  death  ;-as  if  there  was  soriA 
nieiit  in  mere  ordinances,  or  part,.kni!>  of  them.  .No,  it  is  a  dreadful 
mistake;  r.oihing  but  rt|u>iiUiite  tor  sin,  act  onip»nied  with  true  faith 
in  Ji  su\  CMI-C,  c*u  »Uv.ti  sol.d  ground  ibi  liOLt  of  par^wn,  sulTrfSVT, 
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ed,  in  hunger  and  want,  their  frequent  disappoint, 
jnent  of  his  wages.  Hence  arose  brawls  and  con- 
tentions at  home,  which  rendered  the  little  wretch- 
ed lodgings  still  more  wretched.  As  no  surplus 
was  saved,  his  own,  and  the  clothing  of  his  family 
was  seldom  superior  to  rags;  and  he  lived  with- 
out a  friend  to  serve,  as  he  died  without  a  friend 
to  succour  or  to  pity  him*.  Miserable  end  of  a 
miserable  existence !  Fearful  poverty  and  intro* 
duction  to  sufferings  far  more  fearful. — 

Good  God !  what  is  man !  how  terrible  is  it 
thus  to  pass  a  few  years  in  this  vale  of  sorrow, 
comfortless,  despicable,  and  abandoned  ! — To. 
know  none  of  the  refreshments  and  delights  of 
this  life,  and  vet  wilfully  to  forfeit  all  delights  of 
the  future!  But  let  me  forbear  making  any  re- 
jections, till  I  have  shown  you  the  contrast  of 
£g<enOi  in  a  man  of  the  same  occupation,  and  the 
same  rank  of  life,  whom  also  I  lately  attended 
upon  his  death-bed — aud  would  to  Heaven  my 
latter  cod  be  like  his. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

The  ports  of  Death  are  sins;  of  Lfe  good  deeds; 

Through  which  the  Saviour  leads  us  to  our  n<cds: 

How  wiiful  blind  is  lie  then,  who  should  stray, 

And  hatlvit  in  his  pov<  r  to  in^k'e  Ins  w«y! 

iThis  vorlil  Death's  teuton  i%  the  other  life's; 

And  here  it  should  be  one  of  our  fir.vt  strifes. 

So  to  front  De<ith,  as  man  shout J  jutiqe  us  past  it; 

For  good  men  but  set  Death,  the  v.itked  taste  it.         ROWE# 

IT  is  common  to  hear  circumstances  and  stations 
in  life  urged  as  an  excuse  for  a  neglect  of  religion  ; 
to  obviate  which,  we  have  examples  proposed  to 
us  of  sincere  and  regular  piefy  in  every  station 

•  Would  to  God,  pcr.-ons  in  the  lower  classes  of  life  -would  take 
•warning  from  Egeno,  arid  s«riously  thialt  in  tim«  ef.  that  «t«rnitj 
waits  them  bejoad  tLe  gr*vo, 
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of  life*.  Thus  we  are  shown,  that  religion  is  in- 
compatible with  no  worldly  circumstances ;  and 
of  consequence  no  worldly  circumstances  can  offer 
a  sufficient  excuse  for  a  disregard  to  iti.  The 
wretched  Egeno  could  urge  his  labour  and  po- 
Terty, — but  how  ineffectually !  Look  at  his  fel- 
low.labourer  Mentor,  and  learn  how  weak  ant} 
frivolous  such  an  apology. 

Mentvr  was  of  the  same  occupation  with  Ege. 
no;  worked  in  the  same  shop,  and  earned  the 
same  wages.  Mentor,  too  was  a  married  man, 
and  had  children.  Thus  far  there  was  a  simili- 
tude; but,  in  other  respects,  where  can  that  si- 
militude be  found  ?  Diligent  and  punctual,  Mentor 
was  never  absent  a  day  from  his  business,  unless 
detained  by  sickness,  or  some  necessary  avocation ; 
ever  found  in  his  duty,  while  Egeno  kept  holiday, 
and  wasted  his  important  time  in  drunkeness 
and  riot. 

Fearing  <^od,  and  anxious  to  please  him,  Men- 
tor never  refrained  his  feet  from  the  church,  and 
was  a  regular  attendant  at  the  blessed  supper  of 
the  Lord ;  strictly  observing  the  Sabbath,  and 
spending  it  as  became  a  Christian,  a  husband,  and 
a  father  ;  while  Egeno*s  temple  was  the  alehouse, 
and  his  devotion  only  oaths  and  impiety  {. 

Go  to  the  places  of  their  abode,  and  mark  the 
contrast  there  also  :  you  have  viewed  that  of  Ege- 
no— miserable  scene  of  poverty  ! — At  Mentor's 
little  dwelling,  all  was  neat,  clean,  and  wholesome. 

*  It  must  be  understood,  that  1  speak  here  of  the  honest  and  alien- 
aUc  stations  of  life.  There  <tre  tome  professions  with  which  indeed 
religion  is  absolutely  iocompntib'e;  and  therefore,  if  a  man  would 
»ave  his  soul,  he  must  either  abjure  these,  or  never  think  of  s»Jv  <t\oa 

The  AVTIIOll. 

t  It  is  a  good  proverb.  Prayers  and  provender  hinder  no  man. 

•J  Happy  Mentor!  may  thy  cxamplc.be  more  generally  followed, 
Vfcilc  Eg*08  *  '*  iuitabljr  reprobated  and  abhorred. 

K* 
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He  had  procured  a  small  house,  with  a  good  piece 
of  ground,  which  he  carefully  cultivated  with  his 
own  hands,  when  he  returned  from  his  work  In 
the  evening;  often  rising  an  hour  or  two  before 
the  time  of  labour  in  the  morning,  to  do  the 
business  of  his  garden,  and  to  take  care  of  his 
crop,  which  paid  him  well  for  his  toil.  His  wiff, 
industrious  and  careful,  contributed  her  part  with 
gladness  *;  her  children  were  brought  up  with 
every  notion  suitable  to  their  station  ;  and  she 
omitted  no  opportunity  to  aid  her  husband's  ho. 
nest  efforts,  by  her  frugality  and  pains.  An  aged 
another  dwelt  under  the  same  roof  with  them,  and 
owed  a  comfortable  subsistence  to  the  pious  af- 
fection of  her  laborious  son. 

It  pleased  God  to  extend  the  life  of  this  useful 
and  worthy,  ,though  mean  and  unnoticed  man,  to 
a  happy  length;  for  he  lived  to  close  his  aged 
mother's  eyes,  and  to  pay  the  last  duties  of  filial 
regard  to  her  +  He  lived  to  see  two  of  his  sons 
capable  of  maintaining  themselves  in  the  world 
with  decency  and  comfort ;  and  treading — distin. 
guished  felicity  of  a  parent !— in  the  steps  of  their 
father's  sobriety  and  virtue  t ;  sons  to  whose  care 
he  could  with  confidence  leave  his  wife,  as  their 
religion  had  taught  them,  that  a  peculiar  blessing 
ever  attends  those  who  delight  to  honour  their  pa. 
rents  ||,  and  to  rock  the  cradle  of  declining  age. 

*  Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  strife, 
Their  sober  wishes  never  learn'd  to  stray; 
•Alons  the  cool  sequester'd  vale  of  life, 

They  kept  the  noiseless  tenor  of  their  way.      GRAY'S  ELEGY. 

*  Honour  thy  father  and  thy  mother,  that  thy  days  m«y  be  long 
•upon  the  land  -which  the  Lord  thy  God  giveth  thee.    Exod.  orr   14. 
This  commandment,  accompanied  with  a  promise  plainly  implied,  if 
not  fully  expressed,  is  no  little  encouragement  to  the  practice  ofjilial 
piety  and  obedience. 

J  Happy  proof  of  the  good  effects  of  a  pious  example,  and  instruc- 
tions on  the  sninds  of  children. 
.  12. 
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How  pleasing,  how  instructive,  to  attend  the 
ttaath-bed  of  such  a  Christian  !  Oh,  ye  great  and 
vain,  ye  children  of  voluptuousness  and  pomp, 
bow  doth  the  death. bed  of  such  a  Christian  re. 
proach  your  follies,  and  condemn  your  visionary 
views  ! — On  that  bed  I  saw  him  :  true,  no  con  . 
sultation  of  physicians  was  held  on  his  account  ; 
no  damask  furniture  decorated  his  apartments ; 
no  carpets  were  spread  over  his  floors  ;  vessels  of 
silver  and  gold  were  not  found  to  convey  the 
little  nourishment  he  took : — But  ah  !  what  poor 
and  wretched  comforters  are  these,  when  the  Ian. 
g-uishing  body  declares  the  fatal  moment  of  eter- 
nal separation  from  this  present  world  near  at 
hand  !  Plow  much  more  excellent  the  consolation 
arising  from  the  testimony  of  ao  approving  con. 
science!  The  more  a  man  leaves  behind  him,  the 
more  reluctantly  he  dies  * :  to  die  is  an  easy  mat- 
ter to  the  poor ;  and  to  a  good  man,  what  matters 
|t  whether  he  dies  on  a  throne  or  a  dunghill  ?  The 
only  misfortune  at  the  hour  of  death,  is  to  find 
one's  self  destitute  of  the  supports  of  trueTeUgionf. 

Mentor  was  not  destitute  of  these:  w  I  am  ar- 
rived, Sir,  (said  he)  at  that  period  for  which  I 
was  bornr  and  for  which  I  have  been  long  pre- 
paring; and  blessed  be  God,  I  do  not  find  any 
terrors  in  the  approach  of  death  !  Thanks  be  to 
God,  who  giveth  us  the  victory,  through  our 
Lord  Jrsus  Christ!  I  am  thankful  to  the  good 
providence  of  my  heavenly  Father  for  all  things; 
—but  how  shall  I  express  my  thankfulness  for 

*  Corct  not  the  riches,  honours  or  possession,  of  the  great  and 
net'le;  for  the  less  you  have  in  this  world,  the  less  reason  you  will 
Jjave  to  regret,  when  you  come  to  die,  leaving  what  you  possess. 
t  Thy  force  alone,  Religion !  death  disarms, 
Br*Mks  all  bis  dart*,  and  every  viper  charms. 

liLACKUQRE'S  CRSATIOIT. 
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his  exceeding  love  in  the  precious  gift  of  his  dear 
Son  !  Oh  what  a  support  is  he  to  sinful  creatures 
like  us,  in  this  hour  especially  !  Blessed,  for  ever 
"blessed  be  God,  for  his  inestimable  gift  of  re- 
demption, through  the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  offer- 
ed up  for  the  sins  of  a  rebel  world!" 

Rejoiced  to  see  him  thus  triumphant  over  death, 
I  congratulated  his  felicity,  and  remarked  the  va. 
nity  of  worfdly  stations,  when  God  distributes  his 
spiritual  favours  thus  freely  to  the  low  as  well  as 
the  rich.  "  True,  Sir,  (said  he)  this  is  a  sweet 
reflection  to  the  poorer  and  meaner  sort  of  Chris. 
tians:  it  hath  often  rei'ieshcd  my  soul,  and  stop, 
ped  every  tendency  of  murmuring  and  complaints, 
which  are  too  apt  to  arise  in  our  haughty  hearts 
at  the  sight  of  the  rich,  and  their  plentiful  en- 
joyments*. And  it  was  a  pleasing  thought  often 
to  me,  in  the  midst  of  my  labour,  that  my  divine 
and  glorious  Saviour  stooped  to  a  mean  and  toil- 
some employment,  and  condescended  to  work 
•with  his  own  hands;  setting  us  an  example,  and 
thus  alleviating,  to  the  true  Christian,  all  the 
•weariness  of  fatigue  and  daily  pains. 

"  The  recollection  cf  this  has  frequently  given 
ipe  new  life  and  spirits,  when  I  have  been  almost 
worn  out,  and  ready  to  sink  down  with  labour. 
And  when  I  have  considered  all  his  loving-kind- 
ness towards  me,  which  he  has  shewn  in  so  many 
instances,  I  have  always  with  joy  persevered  in 
my  duty,  and  thought  myself  happy  that  I  had  a 
being  to  praise  and  adore  him.  And  now  my 
race  is  run,  and  I  am  about  to  appear  before  the 
judge  of  all  the  earth  !"  u  I  doubt  not  (replied 

*  God  frequently  makes  the  poor  in  this  world  rich  in  faith,  and 
>i»irs  of  his  eternal  kingdom,  wKile  he  sends  the  rich  empty  away. 
J>ot  many  rich,  not  nan  v  mighty,  not  mauv  noble,  aie  calleoU  1  C«i. 
i.26,27. 
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I)  you  will  appear  with  joy,  and  be  for  ever 
blessed  in  his  kingdom." — u  Through  Christ, 
I  trust  I  s1  all ;  (said  he)  my  only  hope  and  re. 
liance  is  ou  the  precious  Redeemer  1  for  oh,  Sir, 
what  am  I,  what  have  I,  but  from  him  ? — and, 
alas  !  what  I  have  done  is  so  imperfect  and  un. 
•worthy,  that  it  cries  for  pardon  only,  not  for 
reward.  Can  it  be  possible  that  any  human  be- 
ing can  talk  of  merit  before  God  *  !  Lord  Jesusa 
pardon  the  sinfulness  even  of  my  best  and  most 
holy  services,  and  wash  them  in  thy  most  precious 
blood,  which  cleanseth  from  all  sin." 

"  But  (observed  I)  though  you  depend  not 
upon  any  thing  you  have  done,  nor  apprehend 
the  least  merit  or  deserving  in  any  of  your  own 
•works,  doth  it  not  give  your  soul  some  peace  and 
comfort,  when  you  look  back,  and  remember  that 
you  have  done  such  works,  or  rather  that  you 
have  in  any  measure  sincerely  endeavoured  to 
obey  the  laws  of  Christ?11  "  Oh  yes,  (replied 
he)  great,  very  great  peace  !  without  this  I  could 
have  no  peace  at  all;  for  without  this  what  test 
could  I  have  of  my  sincerity  in  any  respect  ?  or 
how  could  I  dare  to  expect  any  mercy  from  the 
Redeemer  ?  No,  I  bless  him  for  enabling  me,  by 
his  sovereign  grace,  to  do  any  thinrg;  would  to 
God  I  had  been  more  diligent,  and  had  done 
more.  Without  holiness  no  man  shall  see  him  ; 
I  have  laboured  after  it  with  all  my  might,  and 
to  the  best  of  my  knowledge  t ;  but  am  thorough. 

*  A  sinner  may  plead  for  mercy  at  God's  hands,  but  never  can  plead 
merit,  witnout  it  is  th-t  of  Christ's. 

t  It  is  greatly  to  he  feared,  many  deceive  themselves  in  th'm  parti- 
cular; for  where  is  even  the  best  oV  Christians,  who  can  tritly  saj,  in 
the  views  of  death,  they  have  acted  to  the  !>&>t  of  their  abifitiet,  or 
done,  all  that  was  m  their  power,  to  approve  themselves  the  children 
«r  God  ?— Alas!  every  on«  mu«t  acknowledge,  after  having  don«  ait 
tljpjr  aieable.tt  do, "  w«  are  but  uupro&Uble«eivanf>."  Luk.<  .r*i.  I*. 
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ly  sensible  of  the  imperfection  of  my  best  endea- 
vours. May  the  gracious  Saviour  pity  my  weak. 
ness,  and  perfect  what  is  wanting  in  me !" 

He  added  much  more;  but  from  this  the  reader 
may  easily  collect  how  happy  an  end  a  man  of 
such  just  sentiments  must  make.  He  received 
the  blessed  sacrament  from  my  hands,  and  never 
did  I  administer  that  sacred  ordinance  to  a  more 
elevated  Christian.  I  remember  one  passage  in 
our  conversation  struck  me.  "  Sir,  (said  he) 
though  I  had  never  no  great  learning,  I  have  al- 
ways been  pleased  with  reading;  and  from  some 
book*,  early  in  my  youth,  I  was  taught  to  con. 
sider  myself  as  a  pilgrim,  appointed  to  travel 
through  this  world  to  the  other,  where  I  was  to 
remain  for  ever.  This  notion  made  a  great  im- 
pression upon  me;  and  I  ever  afterwards  used  to 
consider  myself  as  a  traveller^  and  therefore  en. 
tertained  no  great  hopes  or  fears  respecting  any 
thing  below ;  but  looked  continually  to  the  end 
of  my  journey,  the  happiness  of  which,  I  was 
persuaded,  depended  on  my  right  management  of 
myself  during  my  stay  here  f .  And  this  thought 
was  the  occasion  not  only  of  much  content  to 
my  soul,  and  of  much  peace  and  resignation  un. 
der  every  affliction  and  cross  accident,  but  of  my 
continued  attention  to  duty,  and  of  the  exactest 
caution  in  my  daily  walking." 

Such  was  Mentor;  whose  life  and  death  were 
equally  amiable  and  exemplary.  What  a  contrast 
to  the  wretched  Egenol  What  man  but  could 
wish  to  die  the  death  of  the  former?  then  let 
h'im  take  heed  not  to  lead  the  life  of  the  latter  ?. 

*  Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress. 

t  A  just  conclusion,  worthy  to  be  adopted  and  attended  to  by  erery 
Son  and  daughter  of  mortahty. 
*To  live  the  life  of  the  rigiiteous,is  a  g»od  gieund  tt  hojt  tf  4j» 

ing  the  death  of  the  nghteeus. 
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Ye  sons  of  men,  in  the  humbler  stations  of  life, 
read  the  important  lesson  before  you.  Look  at 
the  examples,  and  revolve  their  ends  !  avoid  the 
•rices  of  Egetio,  and  copy  the  virtues  of  Mentor 
— so  will  you  live  in  credit,  and  die  in  peace*. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

Txhort  servants  to  be  obedient  unto  thtir  own  matters,  and  to  plea«fr 
them  weil  in  all  thing?;  not  answering  again— nor  purloiniup,  but 
showin?  all  good  fidelity ;  that  they  may  adorn  the  doc.tr.iue  of  God 
'our  Saviour  in  all  things.  Titus  n.  Q,  10, 

Let  thy  soul  love  a  good  servant,-  and  defraud  him  not  of  his  liberty. 
Ecctesiast.  tii  21. 

AFTER  having  attended  the  death. beds  of  the  busy 
and  the  gay,  the  noble  and  the  poor;  after  ha- 
ving surveyed  the  issue  of  life  spent  in  those  pur. 
suits,  which  are  common  to  mankind  in  general, 
and  contrasted  every  character,  lo  make  each 
more  striking  ;  I  intended  to  have  stopped  'here 
and  considered  Death  in  the  general  view, — to 
have  offered  arguments  and  consolations  against 
the  fear  of  it;  and  as  a  conclusion,  to  have  con. 
templated  the  great  things  which  follow  after, 
Judgment,  Heaven,  and  Hell  f. 

But  a  funeral,  at  which  I  was  called  lately  to 
officiate,  leaves  me  to  postpone  these  reflections 
to  a  following  chapter;  that  I  may  pay  some  tri- 
bute to  the  memory  of  an  humble%man,  whose 
virtues  deserve  to  be  had  in  honour,  though  his 
low  station  denies  him  the  loud  applause  of  public 
celebrity.  But  why  should  fame  be  the  preroga- 
tiveof  greatness,  of  worldly  greatness  and  external 
splendour?  To  do  well,  and  to  deserve  in  every 

*  ]s*iah  foil.  2. 

t  Dc'ith,  Judgment,  Heaven.,  and  Nell,  tliink,  Christians,  thjnk, 
You  stand  upon  eternity's  dread  brink; 
t'nith  and  Repentance  seek  with  earnest  prayer; 
,  Despise  this  world,  the  next  be  all  your  care.     -..          TRAFF. 
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station,  is  to  be  great,  and  ought  to  obtain  praise 
— and  wilt  obtain  praise  ! — Yes,  ye  sons  of  ob- 
scurity, whom  no  titles  dignify,  whom  no  pedi- 
grees ennoble — but  whose  virtuous  actions  are 
more  illustrious  than  either — yes,  ye  shall  inherit 
praise,  as  much  superior  to  that  which  men,  the 
world,  and  time  can  give,  as  God,  as  heaven  and 
eternity,  are  superior  to  all  these. 

This  bright  and  blessed  honour  is  not  confer- 
red according  to  rank,  birth,  or  title;  but  to 
high  and  low,  rich  and  poor,  the  glorious  price 
is  held  forth  alike,  aud  to  him  who  doeth  best, 
shall  the  best  recompense  be  given*. — Yet  one 
sure  method  to  obtain  this  blessing,  in  that  king- 
dom where  all  distinctions  eternally  cease,  is  to 
act  and  live  agreeable  to  those  distinctions  and 
subordinations  which  God  hath  wisely  appointed 
upon  earth;  I  mean  the  sure  method  to  obtain 
God's  favour,  is  to  acquiesce  thankfully  in  that 
station  of  life  wherein  he  hath  placed  us ;  and 
with  entire  submission,  to  discharge  faithfully  and 
uniformly  all  the  duties  of  it  t. 

So  thought  the  worthy  man,  whose  decent 
funeral  was  lately  solemnized  ;  he  had  been  ser- 
vant in  a  neighbouring  family  above  twenty  years ; 
and  during  that  time  had  abundanUy  approved 
himself  by  the  strictest  fidelity.  A  rare  example, 
when  the  depravity  of  this  order  amongst  us  is 
the  subject  of  universal  complaint,  and  the  se- 
Tercst  tax  upon  the  domestic  felicity  of  numbers ! 
though  perhaps  the  cause  and  the  remedy  of  the 
evil  are  both  to  be  drawn  from  other  sources 
than  those  which  are  generally  proposed ;  to  be 
drawn  rather  from  the  heads  of  families,  than 

*  Genesis  in,  1.    Romans  ii.  6,  7.  *  R*vclation  ii.  10. 
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from  those  who  act  in  menial  capacities  *.  A  pru- 
dent and  conscientious  master,  for  the  most  part, 
makes  prudent  and  regular  servants;  and  it  is 
from  the  increase  of  such  examples,  that  we  must 
.expect  improvement  in  our  attendants. 

Petrucio  (so  call  we  the  subject  of  our  present 
chapter)  was  happy  in  this  respect;  happy  in  a 
master,  whose  own  life  was  regular,  and  whose 
great  care  was  to  discharge  tenderly  every  duty 
which  he  owed,  particularly  to  his  servants.  He 
was  well  recompensed  by  the  love  and  fidelity  of 
his  servants  in  general,  but  of  Petrucio  in  parti, 
cular.  This  faithful  domestic  had  right  notions 
of  God,  himself,  and  his  duty.  He  murmured 
not  at  the  inferiority  and  servility  of  his  own 
condition  ;  he  knew  it  was  the  will  of  God  ;  as 
such  he  received  it  with  thankfulness,  and  lived 
in  it  with  cheerful  content.  Considering  himself 
as  the  servant  of  Christ,  he  acted  conscientiously, 
as  desirous  to  please  Aim,  and  not  man  only. 

Reflecting  that  the  eye  of  God,  if  not  of  his 
master,  was  always  upon  himf,  he  feared  to  ne- 
glect his  duty  J,  and  thought  it  a  poor  excuse  for 
himself,  if  he  could  escape  the  notice  of  an  earth, 
ly  observer,  while  all  his  actions  were  minutely 
scanned  by  him  who  searches  the  inmost  secrets  of 
the  heart.  Hence,  he  served  not  as  a  man-pleaser, 
but  as  the  servant  of  God,  in  singleness  of  heart 
as  unto  Christ;  not  with  eye-service,  but  as  the*, 
gervant  of  Christ,  doing  the  will  of  God  from  the 
heart;  all  his  service  was  done  with  a  good. will, 

*  The  influence  of  example  in  good  masters,  is  generally  beneficial 
respecting  servants.- Would  to  God  they  had  no  other  examples  s<$ 
brfore  them. 

t  Oniuia  cum  vidcat,  nulli  Deus  ipse  vidrtur.  MAN '!', 

j  Thou  God  teeth  me,  is  a  tertection  ever  to  be  remembered  by  nil, 

ami  will  prove  a.  successful  antidoi*  i»  the  vri'ful  practice  ot '  knuwn 

•ip.  Ocavfis  .*»:.  IX 
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not  vvi  ii  a  morose  constraint  and  sourness, — as 
to  the  Lord,  and  rfot  to  man  only — for  he  knew, 
and  ever  bore  in  mind,  the  comfortable  truth, 
That  whatsoever  good  thing  any  man  doeth,  the 
same  shall  he  receive  of  the  Lcrd?  whether  he  be 
bound  or  free*. 

In  consequence  of  these  right  principles,  Pe- 
trucio  ever  esteemed  his  master's  interest  as  es- 
sentially connected  with  his  own ;  and  would  as 
soon  have  suffered  the  extremest  punishment  as 
have  joined  in  any  collusion  to  defraud,  much 
more  to  haTe  himself  defrauded  his  master.  It 
was  his  constant  endeavour  (o  preserve  the  strict<- 
est  economy  in  every  part  of  his  trust,  and  he 
would  express  the  highest  wonder,  and  deepest 
abhorrence,  at  many  of  those  infamous  arts  which 
modern  polite  servants  would  frequently  advise 
him  to  practise,  and  to  which  tradesmen,  for  the 
basest  ends,  would  often  attempt  to  allure  him. 

u  Though  I  am  in  a  state  of  servitude  upon 
earth,  (he  would  often  say)  I  hope  to  be  in  a  state 
of  freedom  with  God  hereafter ;  but  how  can  I 
hope  for  this,  if  I  am  deficient  in  those  easy  duties 
which  are  required  in  my  present  station?  For 
surely,  when  all  the  necessaries  of  life  are  found 
me,  it  is  easy  to  be  just  and  faithful,  honest  and 
industrious — nay,  gratitude  itself  alone  should 
lead  to  this,  for  his  sake,  who  provides  so  well 
for  me;  and  who  requires  certainly  that  I  should 
repay  all  his  expense  with  every  worthy  and 
cheerful  endeavour  possible  on  my  part-+. 

We  may  well  believe,  that  a  servant,  with  such 

*  Ephes.  vi.  5.  Sec. 

t  Would  to  God,  servants  m  tue  i:f-"<"' .').  would  take  pattern  fioin 
'Pef.r>;ci>i,nad  tiiink  ami  act  as  he  di<! ;  h«pj  y  vi»ttr,tid  -would  the 
Ulster  of  iudi  icrvaius  be,  uiid  ii..i  j-j  ^uuiii  liu  *vi  v^uu  iu  -o  <loiu£. 
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notions,  must  be  uniform  and  excellent  in  his 
whole  conduct.  And  such  indeed  was  Petrucio. 
He  received  every  order  with  silence  and  humi- 
lity;  he  executed  every  order  with  diligence  and 
punctuality.  He  pretended  not  to  be  wiser  than 
his  directors ;  .and  he  was  a  stranger  to  the  odious 
xnalapertness  which  is  one  of  the  distinguishing 
qualifications  of  contemptible  modern  valets.  His 
long  continuance  in  the  family  had  wrought  in, 
his  breast  a  tender  affection,  not  only  for  his  mas- 
ter and  mistress,  but  also  for  their  children  and 
relations;  and  at  length  their  interest  was  be- 
come so  peculiarly  his  own,  that  he  shared  in  all 
their  joys,  and  partook  of  all  their  sorrows. 

The  fruits  of  his  fidelity  were  the  confidence 
and  esteem  of  his  master  and  mistress;  the  af- 
fection of  the  family  ;  the  reference  of  his  fellow- 
servants;  and  a  comfortable  saving,  on  which  he 
proposed  to  live,  if  ever  he  should  have  cause  to 
quit  the  service;  and  which,  dying  in  it,  he  had 
the  pleasure  to  bequeath  to  a  widow  sister  and 
her  children,  whom  it  rescued  from  many  diffi- 
culties, and  placed  in  a  happy  situation^  above 
dependence  and  necessity. 

During  the  time  of  his  last  sickness,  he  fre- 
quently declared,  that  the  tenderness  and  regard 
of  his  master  and  mistress  to  him  more  than  over- 
balanced the  merit  of  all  his  former  services,  and 
were  an  abundant  recompt-nce  to  him;  for  Fe- 
trucio  had  a  generous  mind,  and  was  sensible  of 
afl'ectionate  treatment*.  His  master  every  day 
visited  his  sick-room,  aiid  read  and  prayed  by 

*  Gratitude  is  commendable  acd  praise-worthy  in  all ;  from  the  poor 
and  )!«-<  ny  to  ciie  wealthy  aud  bei.evole..t,  ai  well  as  From  ev«*iy'ra- 
tioual  tredtuie  tinner  Jieavrn.  to  tht-u  ^rvat  CiKator.  I<rn<Uuor,  *ud 
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his  bed-side;  his  mistress  with  her  own  hands 
administered  his  medicines,  and  took  care  to  sup- 
ply him  with  the  most  proper  nourishment.  His 
humility  alone  could  equal  his  gratitude  and 
thankfulness  on  such  occasions;  and  when,  upoa 
his  expressing  his  great  obligations,  his  mistress 
once  said,  that  "  this,  and  much  more  than  this, 
•was  due  for  his  faithful  services;"  "And  that 
•word,  madam,  (said  the  honest  fellow,  with  tears 
in  his  eyes)  that  word  is  a  reward  sufficient  for 
more  than  twenty  times  such  services  as  mine." 

Thus  died  this  useful  worthy  man;  and  to  do 
all  honour  to  him,  his  master  buried  him  at  his 
own  expencexwith  all  the  decency  and  propriety 
conceivable;  six  neighbouring  farmers,  tenants 
to  his  master,  bore  his  pall;  his  master  and  mis. 
tress  walked  as  chief  mourners ;  the  rest  of  (he 
family  attended  in  procession,  and  had  mourning 
given  them  on  the  occasion  ;  and  so  great  was  the 
esteem  in  which  this  faithful  servant  was  held 
(who  I  should  have  observed  was  the  willing  and 
joyful  hand  by  which  his  master  and  mistress  dis- 
tributed their  liberal  charities) — that  scarce  a  dry 
eye  was  seen  at  his  funeral;  and  his  death  and 
funeral,  I  persuade  myself,  have  done  more  to 
reform  the  servants  in  that  part  of  the  world, 
than  twenty  lectures  to  them  could  have  achieved. 
"  See  how  Petrucio,  though  a  servant,  is  nonour- 
ed  and  respected  1" — was  the  general  cry;  and 
the  general  reason  given  on  all  hands  was,  "  Be. 
cause  he  was  faithful,  honest,  and  industrious.'* 

And  let  servants,  in  conclusion,  be  told,  that 
if  they  would  obtain  such  favour  here,  and  such 
recompense  as  Pttrucio  doubtless  hath  obtained, 
their  only  method  is  to  go  and  da  likewise  j  i*  t» 
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imitate  his  example;  is  to  make  their  master's 
interest  their  own.  The  best  motive  upon  which 
they  can  do  this,  is  to  consider,  that  in  so  doing 
they  serve  the  Lord  Christ,  and  may  be  assured, 
that,  according  to  their  fidelity,  so  shall  they  reap 
hereafter;  for  God  is  no  respecter  of  persons*. 

*#*  I  subjoin  to  this  chapter  the  following  ex- 
cellcnt  rules,  which  were  sent  by  an  unknown 
hand,  entirely  agreeing  with  the  gentleman  who 
sent  them,  "  That,  if  they  were  hung  up  in  all 
kitchens  and  servants'  halls  (printed  on  a  large 
sheet)  they  would  be  extremely  useful." 
To  Faithful,  Honest,  and  Industrious  Servants. 

1.  A  good  character  is  valuable  to  every  one, 
but  especially  to  servants,  for  it  is  their  bread ; 
and  without  it  they  cannot  be  admitted  into  a 
creditable  family ;    and  happy  it  is  that  the  best 
of  characters  is  ia  every  one's  power  to  deserve. 

2.  Engage  yourself  cautiously,  but  stay  long 
in  your  place  ;   for  long  service  shows  worth,  as 
quitting  a  good  place  through  passion  is  a  folly, 
which  is  always  repented  of  too  latet. 

3.  Ner*r  undertake  any  place  you  are  not 
qualified  for;   for  pretending  to  do  what  you  do 
not  understand,  exposes   yourself,  and    what  is 
still  worse,  deceives  those  whom  you  serve. 

4.  Preserve  your  fidelity;  for  a  faithful  ser- 
vant is  a  jewel,  for  whom  no  encouragement  can 
be  too  great. 

5.  Adhere  to  the  truth !    for  falsehood  is  de. 
testable;   and   he   that   tells  one  lie,  must   tell 
twenty  more  to  conceal  it, 

*  Arts  X.  34. 

t  Everjr  servant,  whether  male  or  female,  who  attends  to  thrs» 
rules,  will  be  approved  and  respected  by  all  whom  they  are  called  to 

L2 
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6.  Be  strictly  honest ;  for  it  is  shameful  to  b« 
thought  unworthy  of  trust. 

7.  Be  modest  in  your  behaviour ;    it  becomes 
your  station,  and  is  pleasing  to  your  superiors. 

8.  Avoid  pert  answers;   for  civil  language  is 
cheap,  and  impertinence  provoking. 

9.  Be  clean  in  your  business;  for  slovens  and 
sluts  are  disrespectful  servants. 

10.  Never  tell  the  affairs  of  any  family  you  be- 
long to  ;  for  that  is  a  sort  of  treachery,  and  often 
makes  mischief;  but  keep  their  secrets,  and  have 
none  of  your  own. 

11.  Live  friendly  with  your  fellow-servants; 
for  the  contrary  destroys  the  peace  of  the  house. 

12.  Above  all  things  avoid  drunkenness;   for 
it  is  an  inlet  to  vice,  the  ruin  of  your  character, 
and  the  destruction  of  your  constitution. 

13.  Prefer   a  peaceable   life,  with  moderate 
gains,  to  great  advantages  with  irregularity. 

14.  Save  your  money,  for  that  will  be  a  friend 
to  you  in  old  age;    be  not  expensive  in  dress> 
nor  marry  too  soon. 

15.  Be  careful  of  your  master's  property;  for 
wastefulness  is  a  sin. 

16.  Never  swear;    for  that  is  a  sin  without 
excuse,  as  there  is  no  pleasure  in  it. 

17.  Be  always  ready  to  assist  a  fellow-servant; 
for  good. nature  gains  the  love  of  every  one. 

18.  Never  stay  when  sent  on  a  meesage ;  for 
waiting  long  is  painful  to  a  master,  and  quick 
return  shows  diligence. 

19.  Rise  early,  for  it  is  difficult  to  recover 
lost  time. 

20.  The  servant  that  often  changes  his  place, 
works   only  to   be  poor;   for  the   rolling-stone 
gathers  no  moss. 
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21.  Be  not  fond  of  increasing  your  acquaint, 
ance ;  for  visiting  leads  you  out  of  your  business, 
robs  your  master  of  your  time,  and  puts  you  to 
an   expense   you    cannot  atford  ;  and  above  all 
things  take  care  with  whom  you  are  acquainted, 
for  persons  are  generally  the  better  or  the  worse 
for  the  company  they  keep. 

22.  When  out  of  place,  be  cautious  where  you 
lodge;  for   living  in  a   disreputable  house  puts 
you  upon  a  footing  with  those  that  keep  it,  how- 
ever innocent  you  are  yourself. 

23.  Never  go  out  on  your  own  business  with- 
out the  knowledge  of  the  family,  least  in  your  ab- 
sence you  should  be  wanted;  for  leave  is  light; 
and  returning  punctually  at  the  time  you  pro- 
mise, shows  obedience,  and  is  a  proof  of  sobriety. 

24.  If  you  are  dissatisfied  in  your  place,  men. 
tion  your  objections  modestly  to  your  master  or 
mistress,  and  give  a  fair  warning,  and  do  not  ne- 
glect your  business,  nor  behave  ill,  in  order  to 
provoke  them  to  turn  you  away ;  for  this  will 
be  a  blemish  in  your  character,  which  you  must 
always  have  from  the  last  place  you  served. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

Fnith  builds  a  bridge  awoss  tne  gulf  of  death, 
To  brirak  the  snock,  blind  Nature  cannot  shun  ! 
Anrt  lanos  thought  smoothly  on  the  farther  shor«. 
•    Death's  terror  is  the  mountain  J</*£/i  removes  ; 
That  moui.l.nu  barrier  between  m.tn  and  peace. 
'VutJ'tiith  disarms  destrut lion,  aud  Absolves 
From  every  cramcrous  %  l;.ir.;t  rlio  guiitiess  tomb.       YOU'NG. 

WHILE  wrapt  in  tho  silence  of  the  night,  I  take 
my  solitary  and  contemplative  walk  in  the  church- 
yard, with  what  a  feeling  concern  do  1  reflect  on 
the  living  world  around  me !  How  striking  the 
contrast;  Here  rest  in  peace  the  well-nigh  for- 
gotten remains  of  those  who  once,  it  may  be, 
L  3 
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filled  up  busy  spheres  on  the  earth*.  All  those 
distinctions  which  they  so  anxiously  courted,  are 
now  for  ever  done  away;  all  those  animosities 
which  they  so  warmly  agitated,  are  now  for  ever 
hushed  and  forgotten;  and  all  those  complain- 
ings and  sighs  "which  they  so  mournfully  uttered, 
are  silenced,  are  silenced  for  ever,  and  heard  no 
more — Yet  on  the  great  theatre  of  the  world  the 
sarnie  parts  are  still  acting,  the  same  ardour  for 
place  and  pre-eminence:  the  same  propensity  to 
malice  and  envy ;  the  same  repinings  and  lamenta- 
tions are  found  ; — as  if  generations  preceding  read 
no  lessons  of  instruction  ;  as  if  men  utterly  forgot 
that  their  hour  appointed  was  hastily  advancing. 
Oh  that  they  were  wise,  that  they  understood 
these  things,  that  they  would  consider  their  latter 
end  t !  Benevolent  wish  !  for  nothing  so  power- 
fully, so  strongly  teaches,  as  a  consideration  of 
that  latter  endt — which  is  of  general  concern, 
for  every  son  of  ADAM  is  equally  interested  there- 
ia.  Can  we  reflect  upon  the  day  of  dissolution 
approaching,  when  every  sublunary  hope  shall 
cease,  and  every  worldly  project  vanish  as  the 
shadow  ?  Can  we  survey  the  solemn  mansions  of 
the  dead,  where  the  mingling  dust  bespeaks  the 
folly  of  earthly  pre-eminence  and  honour, — and 
yet  pursue,  with  unremitted  chase,  the  fleeting 
Tanities  of  life?  and  yet  indulge,  with  unrelent- 
ing hearts,  the  burning  passions,  which  torture 
human  peace,  and  murder  man's  best  felicity  2-— 

*  Beneath  those  r«»gad  e!m»,  that  yew-tree's  shade,    > 
Where  heaves  th«  turf  in  many  a  mould'ring  heap, 
Each  in  his  narrow  ceil  forgotten  l«tid. 
The  rude  forefathers  of  tiie  h:unlet  sleep. 

GRAY'S  Elegy  m  a  Country  ChurelvynTd. 

f  Deuterononsy  yxxii.  29. 

S  S*e  HERVEY'S  Mcditst;ons  atnor.g  th«  Tomto,  p~  6. 
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Nay,  can  it  be  possible  that  we  should  look  be. 
yond  the  grave,  and  recollect  that,  an  existence 
everlasting  awaits  us,  and  not  use  every  wise, 
every  scriptural  method,  to  secure  to  ,our  souls 
the  comforts  of  that  existence,  when  time  hath 
closed  upon  us,  and  we  have  bidden  an  eternal 
adieu  to  all  things  here  below  *.  ,  . 

Thrice  awful  meditation  !  May  its  powerful 
instructions  deeply  impress  my  soul ! — Nothing 
leaches  like  death.  It  is  indeed  the  wages  of  sin, 
and  a  fearful  evil,  we  must  needs  allow  it !  But 
then  it  is  a  persuasive  monitor,  and  superior  to 
all  things,  convinces  us  of,  and  leads  us  to  combat 
and  conquer  sin. 

The  sting  of  death  is  sin.  From  thence  we 
may  plainly  discover  what  is  the  grand  remedy 
against  its  fear  and  its  power  to  do  harm.  De- 
stroy sin,  and  death  becomes  no  longer  formid- 
able; he  cannot  hurt  or  annoy,  for  his  sting  is 
taken  away.  But  how  shall  we  achieve  this  de- 
sirable enterprise,  how  destroy  the  sting  of  death  ! 
It  is  done,  already  done  for  us!  Thanks  be  to 
God  who  giveth  us  the  victory  through  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  t. 

Here  then,  thon  trembling  mortal,  who  art 
every  day  distressing  thy  feeble  soul  with  the 
fear  of  approaching  death, — here  behold  the  first 
and  greatest  consolation  under  it  :  "  Faith  in 
Jesus  Christ,"  who  through  death  destroyed  him 

•  Since  w*»  can  die  but  on<r.,  and  after  death 
Our  stiit*  no  alteration  knovrs; 
But  when  we  have  resigu'd  our  breath, 

Th'  immortal  spirit  goes 
To  eadlat*  joys  or  evems'.ine  woes; 
Wise  !•>  tne  mail  vho  labours  to  secure 
That  mighty  and  important  >t.ike. 
And  by  alt  methods  tries  to  make 
His  passaee  safe  aud  his  reception  surr. 
t  1  Cormthiaasjrv.  57. 
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who  had  the  power  of  death ;  and  will  deliver 
thee  from  that  fear  of  death,  which  all  thy  life, 
time  hath  kept  thee  in  bondage !  Look  to  that 
triumphant  conqueror,  who  died  on  the  cross, 
and  lay  in  the  grave,  to  sanctify  it  for  us;  see  in 
his  precious  redemption  a  full  pardon  for  all  thy 
offences ;  and  with  the  eye  of  faith  steadily  fixed 
upon  him,  thou  also  shalt  triumph  over  an  enemy, 
already  vanquished*. 

This  is  the  grand  remedy  against,  and  chief 
consolation  under  the  fear  of  death,  "  the  know- 
ledge and  love  of  Jesus  Christ^  :"  which,  proper- 
ly understood,  comprehends  every  other  consola. 
tion.  But  that  we  may  not  be  misunderstood, 
let  us,  as  a  second  consolation  and  remedy ,  re- 
commend to  the  soul,  desirous  of  victory  over 
this  fearful  foe,  "  an  earnest  'care  to  live  a  life 
of  gospel  obedience  through  that  faith  in  Christ ;,"  J 
which  indeed  without  such  obedience  will  be 
found  too  weak  to  support  the  firm  structure  of 
a  joyful  hope.  Live  as  you  would  wish  to  have 
lived  when  your  anxious  head  is  laid  upon  the 
dying  pillow  §;  live  as  the  gospel  of  that  Saviour 
directs,  through  whom  alone  you  expect  salva- 
tion ;  live  as  you  are  assured  he  will  approve. 
The  prospect  of  death  will  then  animate  your 
soul  with  fortitude  and  delight;  and  you  will 
have  a  desire  to  be  dissolved  and  to  be  with 
Christ^  which  is  best  of  all*. 

There  again  we  enjoy  another  consolation,  ex- 

*  Believe,  and  look  with  triumph  on  the  tomb.  NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 

t  Whom  to  know  itri%ht  is  lii«  eternal.  John  .mi.  3. 

}  True  faith  works  by  Jove  in  the  heait,  to  Christ,  his  ways,  ordi- 
nances, and  people;  and  obedience  in  the  lite,  to  all  his  laws,  pre- 
cepts, and  commands. 

)  Repent,  believe,  and  mourn  your  errors  past, 
And  live  each  daj  as  th»uuh  it  wa»  your  last.    RUR.  CHRIST. 

*  Phtlippiuns  i.  23, 


DODD  ON  DEATH.  137 

quisite  and  unspeakable,  under  the  apprehensions 
of  death  !  "  We  shall  be  with  Christ /"  We  shall 
live  with  him,  and  be  like  him!  like  in  purity 
and  holiness,  and  like  him  in  happiness  too ! 
Transporting  thought!  Can  death  be  esteemed 
an  evii — nay,  rather,  must  we  not  welcome  that 
as  our  greatest  good,  which  conveys  us  from  a 
dying  world,  like  the  present,  to  a  kingdom, 
•where  joy,  and  rest,  and  peace,  shall  eternally 
surround  us? — But  of  this  we  shall  speak  more 
hereafter. 

Another  reflection  which  ought  to  abate  our 
fears,  and  reconcile  us  to  death,  is  "  the  absolute 
certainty,  and  unavoidable  necessity  of  it."  Could 
our  fears  at  all  avail  to  prevent  the  stroke,  or 
even  to  respite  it,  they  might  well  be  allowed, 
and  we  should  have  some  plausible  reason  to  urge 
in  their  support.  But  alas,  the  stroke  is  inevi- 
table* !  Jsurely  then  it  is  our  wisdom  to  famili- 
arize ourselves  to  an  event,  which  must  .come 
shortly,  and  which,  to  render  us  still  more  watch- 
ful, may  come  instant'y.  Claim  ye  then  no  more 
the  character  of  rational,  ye  simple  ones  of  the 
earth,  who  start  at  the  thoughts  of  death  f ,  and 
use  every  method  which  ingenious  thought  can 
devise,  to  dissipate  and  drive  it  from  you. — Lo, 
the  moment  comes,  and  utterly  unprepared,  ye 
must  ^tand  before  your  God.  Conquer  your, 
selves  :  and  remembering  that  death  will  come 
when  it  will1  come,  review  it  in  all  its  circum- 
stances, and  learn,  through  Christ ,  to  gain  a  hap- 
py victory  over  this  dreadful  leveller  ot  all  human 
distinctions. 

*  Dust  thou  art,  and  r.nto  dust  tliou  slialt  return.        Gen.  in.  19. 
t  The  thought  of  death  alone  the/ear  destroys.        Dr.  YOUNG. 
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Reflect  of  what  will  death  deprive  yon;  not  of 
being — which  to  us  must  certainly  be  of  all  things 
most  dear.  No,  the  soul  cannot  cease  to  be,  it 
only  changes  its  circumstances  and  state. 

"But  it  separates  those  old  and  familiar  friends, 
the  body  and  the  soul." — And  let  us  bless  God 
for  the  separation.  For  can  we  regret  a  sepa- 
ration from  that  flesh,  which  is  the  seat  of  sin  and 
of  diseases,  and  from  which  both  hath  so  frequent- 
ly afflicted  us  with  the  most  piercing  distress? 
No,  farewell  then  to  the  body,  (we  will  say  with 
joy)  since  thereby  we  bid  an  eternal  farewell  to 
sickness,  pain,  and  sin*. 

"  But  death  separates  us  from  this  world! 
True,  and  it  introduces  us  to  one,  utterly  unlike 
the  present,  where  sorrows  and  losses,  disappoint- 
ments and  trials,  shall  never  more  be  known. — 
"  But  it  separates  us  from  out  friends  /" — Af- 
flicting separation!  The  tender  heart  must  bleed, 
and  the  affectionate  eye  cannot  fail  to  drop  a 
tear!  Yet  look  forward,  and  behold — see  in  the 
Jblissful  realms  to  which  thy  spirit  is  soaring — 
friends,  immortal  and  unalterable  friends,  await- 
ing thy  glad  arrival ! — *nd  perhaps  many  already, 
many  near  to  thy  heart,  have  gone  before  thee, 
and  will  give  thee  a  joyful  and  blessed  welcome. 
Nay,  yet  a  little  while,  and  thou  shalt  receive  to 
thy  rejoicing  >mbraces  those  whom  thou  hast  left 
weeping  in  this  vale  of  sorrow  t. 

Armed  with  these  consolations,  who  shall  fear 
the  stroke  of  death?  Who  but  must  rejoice  to 
relinquish  this  scene  of  trial  and  trouble,  and  to 

*  To  be  absent  from  the  bo  Jy,  and  present  with  the  Lord,  will  te, 
more  or  less,  the  wish  of  every  real  believer  in  Christ.     2  Cor.  v.  8. 
t  Though  death  will  come,  yet  give  your  sorrows  o'er, 
For  all  those  pious  friends,  who're  gone  before, 
T««'ll  meet  ere  long  in  heaven,  to  part  uo  more.  9.  W. 
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commit  their  souls  into  the  arms  of  an  ever-living 
Redeemer*^  who  died  to  save  his  people  from 
their  sins;  of  a  Father,  whose  unwearied  care  is 
over  all  his  works,  and  whose  watchful  provi- 
dence extendeth  to  the  minutest  concerns  of  all 
his  creatures?  In  fhat  reviving  truth  the  soul 
must  find  comfort,  as  under  every  trial  and  afflic- 
tion ;  so  especially  when  the  moment  of  death  ap- 
proaches ;  which  a  child  submissive  to  the  better 
will  of  such  a  father,  will  receive  with  thankful- 
ness and  Christian  resignation  t 

As  therefore  death  must  come,  and  after  death 
judgment,  and  a  state  of  bliss  or  misery  unalter- 
able, let  us,  like  the  wise  virgins,  keep  our  lamps 
always  ready  trimmed  and  burning,  that  we  may 
never  be  found  unprepared  t.  And  that  we  may 
still  be  excited  to  a  stricter  watchfulness — let  us 
contemplate  those  great  things  that  are  to  come 
hereafter;  let  us  now  suppose  ourselves  as  sum- 
moned to  appear  before  the  judgment-seat  of 
God  J  ;  and  as  about  to  receive  the  eternal  re* 

ward  of  our  deeds  §, heaven  or  hell; — '-af, 

fecting   thought!    Holy    Father we  tremble 

and  adore !  Blessed  Jesus,  be  our  advocate  and 
intercessor ! 

*  Job  tue.  25.  t  Matthew  xxv.  1ft. 

*  Acts  jrvii.  31.     John  v.  «8,  ?£). 
51  Peter  1. 17.    Romans  ii.  1 1.  12. 

And  is  there  a  last  day?  as-d  must  there  coin* 

A  sure,  a  tix'd,  inexorable-  doom? 


Tlie  Judge  descending,  thunders  from  afar, 
And  all  mankind  is  summon'd  to  his  bar. 
Tlie.  echoing  voice  now  rends  the  yielding  air, 
for  judiifKent,  judgment)  tons  ol'  uieu,  prepare. 

Dr.  YOUNG'S  Last  D»j; 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

Shall  man' alone,  whose  fate  whose  final  fat« 

Hangs  on  that  hour,  exclude  it  from  his  thought? 

1  think  of  nothing  else:  1  see!  I  feel  it! 

All  nature,  like  an  earthquake  trembling  round; 

AH  deities,  like  summer's  swarms,  on  wing; 

All  baskiutr  in  the  full  meridian  blaze! 

I  see  the  JUDGE  enthrou'd  !  the  flaming  guardi 

The  volume  open'd  !  open'd  er'ry  heait; 

A  sun-beam  poiutiug  out  each  secret  thought! 

}»o  patrou!  intercessor  none!  now  past 

The  sweet,  the  element,  meditonal  hour! 

Por  guilt  no  plea:  to  pain  no  pause,  no  bound! 

Inexorable  all!  and  all  extreme. 

NIGHT  THOUGHTS,  Night  it, 

DID  our  existence  end  with  this  life,  how  little 
to  be  dreaded,  yea,  in  many  cases,  how  much  to 
be  desired  were  death!  But  our  existence  doth 
not  end  with  this  life:  eternity  is  before  us;  and 
it  is  eternity  which  makes  death  of  so  much  con- 
sequence*. How  awful,  how  alarming,  is  that 
representation  which  the  sacred  scriptures  give 
us  of  the  solemn  day  approaching,  which  is  to 
determine  our  fate  for  this  eternity  !  Let  us  con- 
template the  stupendous  scene; — for  who  can 
dwell  upon  such  interesting  reflections,  without 
serious  thoughts,  and  heaven-directed  resolutions  ? 
The  steady  belief  of  a  future  Judgment  is  suffi. 
cient  to  make  all  men  zealous  in  duty  t. 

The  doctrine  of  a  future  judgment  is  peculiar 
to  the  Christian  revelation.  Human  reason  could 
not  discover  it ;  for  human  reason  could  not  dis- 
cover how  the  God  of  the  whole  earth  would  be 
pleased  fo  deal  with  his  creatures,  and  with  that 
world  which  he  has  formed  for  them. — But  in 
much  mercy,  to  animate  and  awaken  our  best  de- 

*  Eoyond  the  grave  two  states  alone  remain. 

Of  endlrss  pleasure,  and  eternal  pain.        SOLITARY  WALKS, 
t If  there  is  an  hcro-fter, 

And  that  there  is,  conscience,  uninfluenced, 

And  suffei'd  to  speak  out,  tells  eveiy  man, 

Th«u  must  it  be  ua  awful  Uaig  to  <to.          EiAIR'S  ftR47« 
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sires,  the  eternal  Lord  of  all  hath  declared,  that 
an  endless  and  unalterable  state  is  reserved  for 
us,  happy  or  miserable,  as  we  comply  with,  or 
refuse,  the  terras  of  his  covenant:  and  that  upon 
a  day  appointed,  he  will  pass  the  righteous  sen- 
tence upon  all;  when  those  who  have  done  good 
shall  go  into  eternal  life,  and  those  who  have 
done  evil  into  everlasting  fire*. 

Alarming,  important  truth  !  What  thinking 
creature  can  be  indifferent  to  it !  Picture  the 
awful  scene  to  your  view  !  imagine  yourself  now 
called  to  the  bar  of  inviolable  justice  !  there  en. 
throned  in  glory  unutterable,  sits  the  sovereign 
Judge,  the  gracious  Redeemer !  thousand  thou- 
sands ministering  unto  him,  and  ten  thousand 
times  ten  thoustand  standing  before  him  !  See  that 
earth,  once  the  scat  of  all  your  cares  and  fears, 
now  wrapped  in  universal  flame: — hark!  the 
heavens  Are  passing  away  with  insufferable  noise; 
the  sun  is  extinguishing ;  the  stars  have  started 
from  their  spheres,  and  ail  the  system  of  created 
things  is  hastening  into  utter  destruction  ! — The 
trump,  the  awakening  trump  hath  sounded,  and 
all  the  dead,  rising  from  their  sepulchres,  are 
summoned  to  appear  before  the  impartial  Judgef . 

Oh,  terrible  distress  ! — where,  where  shall  we 
fly,  if  conscience  condemns  us,  and  we  dare  net 
approach  that  impartial  Jud^e?  In  vain  shall  we 
call  upon  the  rocks  to  hide,  or  mountains  to  cover 
us;  rocks  and  mountains  are  themselves  dissolv- 
ing; they  can  give  neither  shelter  for  our  heads j 

*  Matthew  jrjrp.  46. 

t  Mao,  sUrting  from  his  couch,  shall  sleep  no  more; 

The  day  is  b;o'*«  which  nevi  r  murt  slw.ll  dos*; 

Great  diiy  of  dread,  decision,  ami  (Uspnir! 

1  see  the  Judge  enthrou'd.  tix>  rtitnum  iruard, 

'Ac  volume  opeu'd,  opcu'd  ev'ry  heart.    MCHT  THOUGHTS, 

M 
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nor  support  for  our  feet*  !  In  vain  shall  we  so- 
licit our  friends  to  intercede; — our  friends  shall 
then  be  too  deeply  concerned  for  themselves  to 
regard  the  cause  of  others;  and  what,  ah — what 
could  patrons  or  friends  avail,  when  "  the  cle- 
ment, the  mediatorial  hour,"  is  now  absolutely 
passed  and  gone; — and  we  have  not  made  him 
our  intercessor,  who  would  have  been  as  mighty 
to  save  and  reward,  as  he  now  is  to  punish  and 
avenge!  What  too  will  dissembling  profit  us;  or 
how  can  we  expect  to  deceive  him  whose  eyes 
are  as  a  flame  of  fire,  who  pierceth  into  the  heart's 
inmost  recess?  who  will  lay  open  before  us  the 
whole  volume  of  our  lives,  and  place  in  the  uni. 
versal  view  of  all,  those  thoughts,  and  words,  and 
deeds  of  darkness,  which  in  vain  we  secreted  from 
the  eyes  of  our  fellow-creatures  upon  earth  ! — 
for  who  can  escape  the  eyes  of  Omniscience? 

Can  tongue  express,  can  heart  conceive,  the 
anguish  which  will  rend  our  souls,  when  the  dire 
sentence  of  condemnation  shall  pass — a  sentence 
from  his  lips,  which  breathe  only  mercy  and  love 
to  the  just; — and  which  we  despise,  while  call, 
ing  to  us  upon  earth  with  the  most  pathetic  invi- 
tations— Come  unto  me,  and  I  will  give  you 
rest+I — Aggravating  circumstance!  We  have 
abused  his  love !  We  might  have  been  blessed, 
eternally  blessed  ! — But  now  the  fatal  moment  is 
arrived,  "  Depart,  ye  cursed,  into  everlasting 
fire,  prepared  for  the  devil  and  his  angels,"  J — is 
the  dreadful  malediction ! 

No,  my  soul,  through  this  Redeemer's  never, 
changing  love,  we  will  hope,  confidently  hope, 
to  avoid  the  horrors  of  this  extreme  distress ! 

*  Whrre,  where  for  shelter  shall  the  guilty  flj. 

steruation  turus  the  joed  ma.n  pale?        Dr.  YOUNG* 
2g.  JMitthew  jr*».  41.. 
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And,  oh,  that  every  soul  of  man  would,  with  such 
composed  and  solemn  thought,  meditate  upon  it, 
that  joyful  songs  of  thankfulness  only  might  on 
that  day  be  heard;  that  with  humble  trust  we 
might  approach  the  Judge's  throne,  and  find  iu 
him, — not  the  Almighty  avenger, — but  the  Fa. 
then,  the  Saviour  and  eternal  Friend. 

What  can  equal  the  goodness  of  our  God!  or 
what  could  we  desire  more  gracious  at  his  hands, 
than  that  he  should  seat  upon  the  tribunal  of  jus- 
tice that  Son,  that  only  begotten  and  beloved 
Son  *,  who  once  came  to  our  earth,  not  to  judge, 
but  to  be  judged  ;  who  died  for  those  sinners,  on 
whom  he  is  now  willing  to  confer  an  eternity  of 
bliss +  ! 

Happy  he,  who,  convinced  of  this  sovereign 
grace,  looks  continually  and  steadfastly,  with  the 
eye  of  faith,  to  that  great  day  when  the  Saviour 
shall  come  in  the  clouds  ! — Then  shall  his  fears 
be  for  ever  removed,  and  all  his  anxious  doubts 
shall  vanish  as  the  smoke;  then,  with  an  accent 
of  melodious  sweetness,  with  a  look  diffusing 
love  and  joy  ineffable,  the  great  Redeemer  shall 
•welcome  him,  together  with  all  those  who  have 
been  faithful  unto  death  ;  shall  welcome  them 
and  say,  Come,  ye  blessed  of  my  Father,  receive 
the  kingdom  prepared  for  you  from  the  begin, 
ning  of  the  world! — 'Nay,  he  shall  vouchsafe  tp 
enumerate  those  general  deeds  of  Christian  bene. 
volence  which  such  souls  have  performed  through 
their  faith  in  him ;  and  not  only  enumerate,  but 

*  John  v.  C2. 

t  O  may  I  breathe  no  loneer  than  I  breaths 
My  soul  in  praise  to  dim,  who  eare  my  soul 
And  dll  her  infinite  of  prospect  fair. 
Cut  through  the  shades  of  hi-!), great  lore.'  bj  thcf, 
O  most  adorable  !  mo^t  unsrlor'd.  NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 
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acknowledge  them,  as  if  they  had  been  conferred 
upon  himself,  inasmuch  as  ye  did  it  unto  the  least 
of  these  my  brethren,  ye  did  it  unto  me*. 

How  forcible,  how  affectionate  a  motive  to  us, 
now,  in  the  day  of  our  pilgrimage,  to  be  diligent, 
continually  and  unweariedly  diligent  in  all  such 
acts  and  offices  of  love !  Christ  will  accept  them, 
our  Redeemer,  our  Judge,  our  hope,  and  our  ail, 
will  accept  our  tender  charities  to  his  members, 
and  our  fellow-creatures;  will  accept  our  works 
of  faith,  and  labours  of  love  t,  as  if  we  had  been 
happy  enough  to  have  had  an  opportunity  of  per- 
forming them  even  to  his  own  person;  and,  pub- 
lishing the  grateful  tidings  to  all  around,  he  will 
allow  us  to  partake  of  his  triumph,  and  to  enter, 
amidst  his  returning  saints  and  angels,  those  re- 
gions of  glory  and  peace,  where  we  shall  live  with 
him,  and  enjoy  everlasting  happiness. 

But  we  will  refer  to  our  next  chapter  what  we 
have  to  add  respecting  the  peculiar  blessedness  of 
that  state,  and  the  exquisite  misery  reserved  for 
those  who  know  not  God,  and  who  obey  not  the 
gospel  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ;  who  will  be 
punished  with  everlasting  distruction,  from  the 
presence  of  the  Lord,  and  from  the  glory  of  his 
power  J,  when  he  shall  be  revealed  from  heaven 
with  his  mighty  angels,  in  flaming  fire,  taking 
vengeance;  and  when  he  shall  come  to  be  glori- 
fied in  his  saints,  and  to  be  admired  in  all  them 
who  believe  in  that  day  §  ;  a  passage  of  scripture 
which  cannot  fail  greatly  to  influence  those  who 
give  it  that  attention  which  its  importance  de. 

*  Matthew  xxv.  40.  t  1  Thessalonians  i.  3. 

j  F'roitrate,  my  contrite  he^rt  I  rend  ; 

My  God.  my  Father,  and  my  Friend  ! 

Do  not  forsake  me  in  my  end !  LORD  ROSCOMMOU" » 

$  2  Tim.  i.  7. 
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serves:  for  who  can  think  of  everlasting  de- 
struction^ from  the  presence  of  the  Lord,  and  the 
glory  of  his  power,  without  an  anxious  desire  to 
avoid  that  destruction,  the  very  terror  of  which 
chills  the  heart? 


CHAPTER  XX. 

And  these  shall  go  aw«jy  into  everlasting  punishment,  but  the  right** 
ous  into  life  eternal.    Matthew  a.<  r  46. 

ETERNAL  punishment!    Eternal   life! What 

awful  words  !  What  solemn  events ! — Who  can 
read  them,  and  be  unconcerned  ? — Who  can 
think  of  them,  and  be  indifferent  to  the  momen- 
tous truths  they  impart? — Were  our  existence  to 
terminate  with  the  present  passing  scene,  indul- 
gence might  be  laudable,  and  every  self-gratifica- 
tion right  *,  "  Let  us  eat  and  drink,  for  to.mor. 
row  we  die;  let  us  crown  ourselves  with  rose- 
buds; let  none  of  us  go  without  his  part  of  our 
voluptuousness;"  would  then  be  the  language  of 
reason  and  truth. — But  eternity  before  us — con- 
summately blessed,  or  consummately  wretched — - 
and  death  every  moment  shaking  his  dart  trium- 
phantly over  us,  preparing  to  strike  once,  and 
strike  no  more; — can  it  be  possible  that  any  ra- 
tional being  should  remain  unsolicitous,  and  ne. 
gleet  to  prepare  for  the  important  realities  of 
eternity,  while  chasing,  with  unremitted  ardour, 
the  fugitive  vanities  of  time  and  sense  ? 

Yet,  alas!  many  beings,  proud  of  their  facuJ. 
ties,  and  boasting  their  superior  reason,  are  found, 
are  daily  found,  immersed  in  sin,  and  rivetted  to 

*  If  daath  was  nothing,  and  nought  after  death  ! 
if  when  men  died,  at  once  they  ce.is'd  to  be, 
Returning  to  tiie  barrea  womb  of  nothing,  , 

"Whence  first  they  sprung,  then  might  the  debauchee 
Cnt:einblin*  mouth  the  heavens,  a&d  ioly  laueii 

.  At  the  poor  bugbear  death  .     BLAIR'S  GRAVE. 

jM  *» 
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the  world  ; — heedless  of  God,  of  themselves,  and 
immortality!  uninfluenced  by  every  motive  of 
gratitude,  unmoved  by  every  argument  of  interest, 
to  obey  the  voice  of  Religion  and  Truth,  and  to 
secure  the  eternal  salvation  of  their  souls !  Oh, 
that  they  would  indulge  one  serious  reflection  ! 
that  they  would  condescend  awhile  to  meditate 
with  us  ca  the  miserable  woe  reserved  for  those 
who  forget  their  God; — on  the  inexpressible 
comforts  which  they  shall  reap  in  joy,  who  lov« 
and  serve  him. 

Think  then,  my  fellow-creatures,  oh !  think 
of  that  awful  day  of  which  we  spoke  before*, 
and  imagine,  if  you  can,  the  horror  which  must 
seize  the  souls  of  those  who  hear  the  dreadful 
sentence,  Depart,  ye  cursed,  into  everlasting  fire ! 
— Driven  from  the  presence  of  God,  which  is  it. 
self  complete  and  perfect  joy:  driven  from  the 
society  of  those  best.loved  friends,  whose  kind 
remonstrances  they  would  not  hear  on  earth,  and 
now — ah  I  fatal  separation — now  must  never, 
never  more  hear  or  behold!  And  driven  thence 
— aggravating  circumstance !  even  by  the  con. 
demnation  of  that  Lord  of  love,  who,  desirous  to 
bless  and  to  save,  freely  shed  even  his  own  most 
precious  blood,  and  as  freely  would  have  given 
them  life,  had  they  but  humbly  asked  it  t. 

And  were  not  this,  only  this  expulsion  from 
God,  from  Christ,  from  heaven,  of  itself  a  hell 
sufficient,  yet  what  horrors  remain  behind  ?  They 
•hall  be  driven  into  the  lake  which  burneth  with 
ftre  and  brimstone,  whose  actual  and  insuiferable 
tortures  shall  aggravate  the  mind's  inward  horror. 
• — Oh !  who  can  dwell  with  everlasting  burnings  J  ? 
yet  where,  where  shall  one  drop  of  water  be  found 
*  la  th«  last  ChapUr.  t  Matthew  xxiti.  37.  J  Isaiah  *nr*#.  1*» 
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to  cool  the  parched  tongues? — who  can  dwell 
\vhere  devils  and  condemned  souls  shall  mix  (heir 
mutual  and  insulting  taunts  and  upbraidings? 
•where  there  shall  be  no  society,  hut  a  society  in 
common  accusations  ;  and  where,  every  gentle 
passion  expelled,  the  tumultuous  workings  of  des- 
pairing minds  shall  miserably  confuse  and  distract 
each  other. 

There  too  the  passions,  which  were  indulged 
and  gratified  on  earth,  shall  become  severe  tor- 
mentors, ever  craving,  yet  never  finding  gratifi- 
cation ;  ever  consuming  the  anxious  heart,  them- 
selves never  consumed !  There  the  worm  of  an. 
accusing  conscience  never  dieth  ;  there  the  flame 
of  self-condemnation  and  burning  guilt  shall  never 
be  quenched*. 

Where  shall  the  soul  find  comfort?  shall  it  be 
in  the  companions  of  its  earthly  crimes  condemn, 
ed  to  the  same  place  of  woe  ?  Alas,  those  com- 
panions will  then  be  found  the  sharpest  thorns 
to  goad  the  guilty  mind.  Fierce  hate  will  seize 
the  place  of  former  love,  and  they  will  curse  each, 
other  in  the  bitterness  of  their  souls,  as  the  mu- 
tual causes  of  each  other's  undoing.  But,  little 
consolation  being  found  in  accusing  others,  their 
upbraidings  will  speedily  recoil  upon  themselves^  ! 
Then  only  will  Ire  heard — (ah  me!  the  very 
thought  is  anguish  \)for  ever  heard,  dire  gnash- 
ings  of  teeth,  weeping  and  wailing,  execrations 
and  sorrow. — Yet  neither  is  this  all ;  for  though 
peace  and  rest  enter  not  there ;  though  one  gleam 
of  joy  shall  never  pierce  through  the  darkness  of 

*  Isaiah  Ixvi.  24   '  Mark  ur.  44. 

t  Aijaiost  the  Highest  fiercely  they  biasphetae. 
But  then  a:;  tin  their  own  m<ui  cnoice  condemn; 
Much  they  curse  God,  but  curse  themselves  much  more : 
1*  c*atert  ttje  sulphurcgus  torrents  roar.  2  RAPP. 
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their  distress;  yet  all  this,  and  more,  might  b« 
borne  well,  very  well — did  hope,  fair  comforter ! 
\vlio  comes  to  all,  did  she  but  ever  come,  and  cheer 
the  wretched  sufferers  with  the  sweet  alleviation, 
that,  years  on  years  passed  by — that  ages  upon 
ages  gone — a  period  will  be  put  to  this  consummate 
misery,  and  the  prisoner  of  hell  be  set  free.  But 
this  hope  is  withdrawn*  ! 

Oil  eternity,  eternity!  how  fearful  is  the 
thought !  And  wilt  thou,  oh  man,  for  the  mo- 
mentary delusions  of  sin,  plunge  into  the  gulf  of 
punishment  unutterable,  unending? 

At  least,  my  soul,  let  the  prospect  be  profit, 
able  to  thyself;  and,  struck  abundantly  with  its 
horrors— infinitely  more  alarming  than  thou  canst 
imagine  or  paint — turn  thy  view,  and  let  us  con, 
template  the  more  pleasing  scene,  the  life  eternal, 
and  endless  pleasures  which  the  dear  Redeemer 
hath  in  store  for  those  who,  by  patient  continu. 
ance  in  well-doing,  seek  for  glory,  honour,  and 
immortality +. 

But  if  an  inspired  Apostle,  who  was  favoured 
vita  the  rapturous  prospect,  declares,  that  it 
hath  not  even  entered  into  the  heart  of  man  to 
conceive  the  greatness  and  excellency  of  the  good 
things  reserved  for  the  righteous ;  how  shall  wa 
attempt  to  spell  them  out,  dark  habitants  in  cot. 

*  In  MILTON'S  Paradise  Lost,  we  find  the  following  tremeudocs 
description : 

....  He  (Satan)  views 

Th«  dismal  situation,  waste  *nH  wild  '. 

A  dungeon  horrible  on  all  sides  round 

A3  onesreat  furnac*  flam'd  :  yet  from  those  flames 

Xo  li^lU,  but  rather  darkness  visible, 

Serr'd  only  to  discover  sights  of  woe, 

Herons  of  sorrow,  doleful  shades;  where  peace 

.And  rest  can  never  dwell;  hope  never  comes 

Yhat  comes  to  all;  but  torture  without  rod 

Still  urges,  and  a  fiery  deluge  fed 

er-burning  sulphur,  unconsum'd  !          Book  1,  f.  €0t  «|a. 
t  R<?sun$  ii,  T, 
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tages  of  clay  ?  May  it  not  suffice  to  know,  that 
the  happiness  we  expect  will  be  in  every  view 
complete?  happiness,  without  the  least  mixture 
or  alloy  of  discontent  or  dissatisfaction*  ! — Pleas- 
ing truth  !  yet  not  sufficient  to  gratify  our  thirsty 
and  inquisitive  souls. 

In  condescension  to  our  weakness, — or  perhaps 
I  might  say — our  strength — (for  earnest  desires 
after  the  knowledge  of  immortality,  doubtless  be- 
speak the  soul  immortal) — however,  in.  great 
goodness  certainly,  the  Lord  of  life  ias  vouch, 
safed  to  us  some  glimpses  of  that  future  felicity  T, 
which  may  render  us  desirous  to  know  more,  and 
animate  every  endeavour  towards  the  possession 
of  so  exalted  a  good. 

We  feel  evil  so  sensibly,  that  perhaps  we  can 
form  a  better  idea  of  heaven  from  its  negative 
than  its  positive  blessings.  Who  among  us  is  a 
stranger  to  sickness,  to  sorrow ,  and  pain?  Who 
among  us  is  a  stranger  to  the  comfort  which  would 
follow  an  entire  exemption  from  these  corporal 
evils? — Now  in  heaven,  our  bodies  spiritualized, 
and  our  souls  made  perfect,  we  shall  never  know 
pain  of  body  or  pain  of  mind  ;  sorrow  and  tears 
shall  never  have  admission  into  those  realms  of 

j°yt- 

But  happy  as  our  state  would  be,  freed  from 
those  cruel  spoilers  of  our  peace,  yet  if  death  and 
dissolution  were  certain,  the  eminence  of  our  bless 
•would  only  render  the  stroke  doubly  dreadful. 
In  heaven,  then  to  secure  the  perpetuity  of  our 

*  1  Corinthians  xiii   1C. 

t  Every  one  shall  enjoy  as  much  as  they  shall  he  able  to  contain,  or 
•hull  be  necess?ry  to  complete  their  joy,  and  perfrct  their  happiness. 

This  bottomless  source  of  glory  and  bless  shall  for  ever  and  ever 
overflow  all  the  glorified  in  heaven,  and  satisfy  their  souls  with  un- 
•peakable  delights.  DRELINCOUKT. 

I  Isaiah  rxzv.  10.  ,  Ib.  li.  11. 
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delight,  there  shall  be  no  more  death* :  this  ntior. 
tal  shall  put  on  immortality — and  eternally  free 
from  pain  and  sorrow,  we  shall  ftar  no  end  of 
the  transporting  scene. 

Positive  blessings,  numberless  and  unutterable, 
shall  attend  the  negative  ones.  God  will  noc 
only  wipe  away  all  tears  from  our  eyes;  will  not 
only  invest  us  with  eternal  security  in  bless;  not 
«nly  remove  every  thing  defiling  and  noxious  from 
those  regions  of  joy;  but  he  himself  will  dwell 
amongst  us,  and  be  our  God  f.  He,  the  ador. 
able  Father,  with  the  Lamb  of  Love,  and  the 
Spirit  of  Holiness,  shall  be  the  object  of  our  di- 
vine contemplation. — He,  the  blessed  and  all. 
glorious  Deity,  whose  presence  is  joy,  and  bliss, 
and  heaven,  shall  be  the  life,  the  light,  the  praise 
of  the  new  Jerusalem,  and  all  its  divine  inhabi- 
tants j  !  Love  shall  reign  triumphunt  in  every 
heart:  every  pure  and  celestial  desire  shall  be 
gratified  to  the  full;  every  holy  and  devout  af- 
fection shall  find  its  adequate  supply  ;  and  one 
uninterrupted  scene  of  thankfulness,  serenity,  and 
comfort,  shall  smile  eternally,  and  eternally  be 
found;  where  the  harps  of  ten, thousand  times 
ten  thousand  shall  unceasingly  be  turned  to  the 
praises  of  the  Father  of  mercies,  and  the  Lamb 
who  sittcth  on  the  throne,  for  ever  and  ever  ||. 

Come,  then,  Lord  Jesus!  come  and  put  a 
speedy  period  to  this  miserable  world  of  confusion 
and  sin  !  Hasten,  blessed  Lord,  hasten  thy  king- 
dom ;  whepce  every  evil  shall  be  wholly  removed, 
and  where  all  good  shall  be  found  which  can  per- 
fect the  bliss  of  men  and  of  angels!  Faint  and 
dark,  indeed,  are  our  earth. bounded  conceptkms 

*  Rev.  xjr:.  4.    t  Rev,  jxi.  3-    J  Rev.  xx».  5.    fl  Rtv.  v.  11,  1C,  1 3. 
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of  this  consummate  glory,  and  of  that  which  thoit 
hast  purchased  for  thy  servants — purchased  at  a 
price  which  may  justify  our  most  elevated  hopes, 
even  at  the  price  of  thine  own  life,  and  ever-pre- 
cious blood?  Yet  through  the  riches  of  thy  won. 
drous  grace,  the  humble  Christian,  who  by  faith 
now  enters  into  rest,  hath  some  sweet  foretaste, 
some  pleasing  anticipation,  of  the  joys  to  come. 

Love,  grateful  love,  looking  to  thee,  feels  a 
transport  which  enraptures  the  soul,  fills  it  with 
sweet  complacence  towards  all  its  fellow-crea- 
tures, and  makes  the  affliction  of  this  transitory 
world,  light  and  easy  to  be  borne — nay,  which 
makes  death  itself  no  longer  formidable,  but  de. 
voutly  to  be  wished,  as  the  happy  conveyance  of 
an  imprisoned  spirit  to  its  God  and  its  hope ;  to  its 
freedom  and  perfection:  to  its  dear  and  departed 
friend,  and  all  the  joys  of  a  blissful  immortality. 

Give  me,  oh  ?  give  me  divine  love,  thou  boun- 
tiful bestower  of  every  good  gift !  so  shall  1  ex- 
peVience  the  beginning  of  heaven  in  my  heart, 
and  die  with  a  full  persuasion,  that  the  fair  bud 
•will  burst  into  a  perfect  blossom — that  my  joys, 
begun  in  grace,  will  be  ere  long  consummated  in. 
glory  everlasting*. 

For  thee,  too,  my  Reader,  let  me  offer  up  this 
fervent  prayer:  "  Oh  !  mayest  thou  feel  and  be 
made  perfect  in  the  love  of  Christ!11  so  will  thy 
life  be  blessed  below ;  so  will  thy  death  be  com, 
fortablei  ;  so  will  thou  be  made  partaker  of  thy 
Saviour's  kingdom. 

•  Grace  will  complete  when  grace  begins, 

To  save  from  sorrow?  and  from  sins. 

Th«  work  that  wisdom  undertakes, 

Eternal  Merty  ne'er  forsakes  T)r.  WATT3, 

t  What  wise  man  would  not  live  the  lif«  of  the  righteous,  that  Ins 

ratl-ei  eui  may  be  like  his?  that  in  lli«  agonies  of  death,  and  m  th« 
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Serious  and  important  have  been  (he  subjects 
which  have  employed  our  mutual  meditations; 
may  they  be  impressed  no  less  strongly  on  thy 
heart  than  on  my  own;  may  they  awaken  thee, 
if  careless,  to  a  life  of  devout  meditation;  may 
they  confirm  thee  in  that  life,  if  happily  thou  art 
already  deyoted  to  it.  This,  this  you  may  be 
certain,  is  the  only  road  to  peace;  this,  this  you 
iji ay  rest  assured  of,  is  the  only  true  wisdom  of 
human  nature. 

Earnestly  wishing  thee  much  success  in  thy 
Christian  course,  I  bid  thee  farewell ;  and  exhort 
thee  to  keep  thine  eye  stedfast  on  the  author  and 
finisher  of  thy  salvation.  All  besides  will  fail 
and  forsake  thee*.  Bat  a  little  while,  and  as 
well'  the  hand  which  hath  written,  as  the  eye 
which  reads  these  lines,  shall  become  cold  and  in- 
active, and  moulder  in  the  dust;  speedily,  ob  ! 
my  frie'nd,  our  days  will  be  completed,  and  we 
must  bid  an  eternal  adieu  to  all  things  here  be- 
low !  Then  let  us  live  like  men  conscious  of  this 
solemn  truth — Let  us  live  like  those  who  know 
they  must  ere  long  die ;  who  know  that  they  must 
live  for  ever. — So  shall  we  make  sure  our  own 
sa! ration  +  ;  and,  however  strangers  to  each  other 
here,  shall  meet  and  rejoice  together  in  that  bliss- 
ful kingdom  above,  where  sorrow  and  affliction 
shall  be  known  no  more. 

very  jn-vvs  of  the  grave,  no  disturbing  thoughts  may  disrompc^r  him, 
no  guilty  fears  distrttct  him,  but  lie  mwy  go  out  of  the  world  with  all 
the  joyful  presages  of  eternal  rest  ami  peace.  SHEKLOCK. 

*  Ail,  all  ou  earth  is  shadow,  all  beyond  is  substance. 
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